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Y bookſeller informs me, that the bulk of 
0 his readers, regarding in a work of this 
ind che quantity more than the quality, will not 
be contented without an additional half ſheet ; 
and he apprehends that a ſhort dedication will an- 
ſwer the purpoſe. 


But as I have no obligations to any great man 
or woman in this country, and as I will take care 
that no product. on of mine ſhall want their pa- 
W tronage, I don't know any perſon whoſe good of- 
fes I ſo much ſtood in need of as my bookſeller's : 
therefore, Mr. VAILLANT, I think myſelf ob- 
liged to you for the correctneſs of the preſs, the 
beauty of the type, and the goodneſs of the 
paper, with which you have decorated this work 
= of ; | 


Your humble ſervant, 


PaLL-MALL, April 21, 
1753. 


SAM, FoorzE. 


B 2 PRO- 


FROLOUVK 


Between Mr, MackLin and his Wires. 


SHE. O contradi& me !—Blockhead ! ideot! fool! 


1 . 
He. But amidſt theſe hard names, our diſpute is 
forgot. 
To contradi& you J know is high-treaſon:; 
For the will of a wife is always her reaſon. 
Su E. No, fir, for once, I'll give up my pretenſion, 
And ſubmit to the pit our cauſe of diſſenſion. 
H. 1 agree; for the pit is our natural lord. 
LADIES, 
OHE. 


Hey! How come you to claim the 
firſt word ! 
GenNTLEMEN, my huſband and I have had a diſ- 
ute, 
Where the difference lies *twixt a man and a brute ; 
Which we beg, whilſt the folks for the farce are pre- 
paring, | | 
You would pleaſe to decide, and give us the hearing. 
———— dem! Hem! , | 
After Plutarch of Rome ] and Virgil of Greece! 
And lliads, and Eneads, and authors like theſe ; 
T boldly affirm, deny it who can, 
That in laughter confiſts the true eſſence of man. 
Whilſt my huſband — , 
HEZ. Nay, pray let me ſtate my own 9 


And I'll make it as clear as the noſe in your face, 
That hiſſing in man preſerves the firſt place. 
To begin then with critics; Tis their capital bliſs: 
Than to laugh—don't you find it more pleaſing to hiſs ? 
In this all agree — Jews ! Infidels ! Turks ! 
Sue, I grant it, ſweet fir, if you meant at your 
Works. 


Vet 


SENS 08 


PRE.” 
+. 


„ 


. 
n 
Fa IS 


PROLOGUE. 5 
Vet even gainſt that I've a potent objection; 

Por every rule ſtill has its exception: 

Tho' they hiſs'd at your farces, your Paſquin and ſtuff, 
At your tragedy ſure they laugh'd hearty enough. 
And again, Mr. Wiſeman, regard the world round, 
"Tis in mankind alone that laughter is found; 
Whilſt your favourite hiſſing, ſage fir, if you pleaſe, 
You enjoy but in common with ſerpents and geeſe. 
SHE. And ar'nt you aſham'd—('tis no time to diſ- 

ſemble, ) vo 

O critics! theſe creatures in this to reſemble ? 
HE. Not a jot ; in this place 'tis of fingular uſe, 
Of bad poets and players to reform the abuſe. 
In the practice, kind firs ! Were I fit to adviſe, 
The hiſſing like geeſe I would have you deſpiſe, 
And copy the ſerpent, — be ſubtle and wife, 
But free from his venom—Well, firs ! what d'ye ſay ? 
Ils your judgment- b 

: SHE. Let us wait *till the end of the play: 
In the progreſs of that we ſhall eafily find, 
Whether laughing or hiſſing is moſt to their mind. 
He. I'm ſure they will hiſs. . 
OBE. And 1 hope they'll be kind. 


on, 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Mr. SuBTLE Mr. Collins. 


CLassIC Mr. Anderſon. 
Buck Mr. Macklin. 
FATHER | Mr. Branſby. 
Marquis Mr. Uper. N 
RockR . Mr. Dunſtall. 
Davenine Mr. Stoppelaer. 
Peruke-Maker, 


Gamut, Mufic-Mafter. x os 
Kitteau, Dancing- Maſter. 
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Mrs. SUBTLE Mrs. Macklin. 
Lucinda Miſs Macklin, 


Servants, &c. 


. 


| Enter Mr. Subtle and Mr. Claſſic, 


Mr. SUBTLE. 


ELL, well, that may be; but ſtill I fay that 
aF renchman—— 

Claſſic, Is a fop; it is their national diſeaſe ; not one 
of the qualities for which you celebrate them, but 
owes its origin to a foible ; their taſte is trifling, their 
gaiety, grimace, and their politeneſs, pride. 

Mr. Sub. Hey-dey ! Why what the deuce brings 
you to Paris then? | 

Claſſ. A debt to friendſhip ; ; not but I think a ſhort 


reſidence here, a vow: neceſſary part in every man of 
faſhion's education. 


Mr. Sub. Where's the uſe ? 
Clall. In giving them a true reliſh for their own 
domeſtic happineſs; a proper veneration for their na- 
tional liberties ; a contempt for adulation; and an 
honour: for. the extended generous commerce of their. 

country. 

Mr. Sub. Why ale, indeed, you have the pre- 
ſerence, maſter Claſſic; the traders here are a ſharp, 
ſet ; cozening people; foreigners are their food ; civi- 
lities with a—Aye ! aye! a congre for a crown, and 


a ſhrug for a ſhilling ; devilith dear, maſter chu, 
dena dear. 


B EE: Claſſ. 
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Claſſ. To avoid their exactions, we are, Mr. Subtle, 
recommended to your protection. US 

Mr. Sub. Aye! and wiſely they did, who recom- 
mended you : Buy nothing but on mine or my lady's 
recommendation, and you are ſafe. But where was 
your charge? Where was Mr. Buck laſt night? My 
lady made a party at cards on purpoſe-for him, and 
my ward Lucinda is mightily taken with him ; ſhe 
longs to ſee him again. 

Claſſ. lam afraid with the ſame ſet his father ſent 
him hither to avoid; but we muſt endeavour to in- 
ſpire him with a taſte for the gallantries of this court, 
and his paſſion for the lower amuſements of ours will 
diminiſh of courſe, ” | 

Mr. Sub. All the fraternity of men-makers are for 
that purpoſe without ; taylors, peruquiers, hatters, 
hoſiers— Is not that Mr. Buck's Englith ſervant ? 


Enter Roger. 


Clafj. Oh! aye, honeſt Roger. So; the old doings, 
Roger; what time did your maſter come home? 
Rog. Between five and fix, pummell'd to a jelly: 
Here been two of his old comrades follow'd un alrea- 
dy; I count we ſhall ha' the whole gang in a ſe'nnight. 
« Clafſ. Comrades, Who) 
Rog Dick Daylight and Bob Breadbaſket the 
10 id went to the ſhew! together, where 
they had the devil to pay; belike they had been ſent to 
Bridewell, hadn't a great gentleman in a blue ſtring come 
by and releas'd them. —l hear n-aſter's bell; do, maſter 
Claſſic, ſtep up and talk to un; he's 'now ſober, and 
may hearken to reaſon. ö AG 11 
Clas. I attend him. Mr. Subtle, : you won't be 
our of the wayr 2093945 14209169 {Exit Claſſic. 
Mr. Sub. I ſhall talk a little with the tradeſmen. A 
ſmoaky fellow this Claſſic; but if Lucinda - plays her 
cards well, we have not much to fear from that 
quarter: Contradiction ſeems to be the life and ſoul of 
young Buck. — A tolerable expedition this, if it ſuc- 
ceeds. Fleece the younker l Pſhaw, that's a thing 
of courſe I but by his means to get rid of LG 
oy | $ 44 an 
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= ſecurely pocket her patrimony ; aye! that in- 
deed— 


Enter Mrs. Subtle. 


Oh! Wife! Have you open'd the plot? Does the 
gir] come into it greedily, hey ? 

Mrs. Sub, A little ſqueamiſh at firſt ;. but J have 
open'd her eyes. Never fear, my dear, fooner or later. 
women will attend to their intereſt. 

Mr. Sub. Their intereſt ! aye, that's true; but con- 
fider, my dear, how deeply our own intereſt is con- 
cern'd, and let that quicken your zeal. 

Mrs. Sub. D'ye think I am blind? But the girl 
has got ſuch whimſical notions of hon.ur, and is 
withal ſo decent and modeſt: I wonder where the 
deuce ſhe got it; I am ſure it was not in my houſe. . 

Mr. Sub. How does ſhe like Buck's perſon ? 

Mrs. Sub, Well enough ! But prithee, huſband, 


leave her to my management, and conſider we have 


more 1rons in the fire than one. Here is the Marquis 
de Soleil to meet madam de Farde to night, — and 
where to put 'm, unleſs we can have Buck's apart- 
ment ; Oh ! by the bye, has Count Cog ſent you your 
ſhare out of Mr. Puntwell's loſings a I hurſday ? 

Mr. Sub. I intend calling on him this morning. 
. Mrs. Sub. Don't fail! He's a ſlippery chap you 

now. | 

Mr. $:b- There's no fear. Well, but our pretty 
countrywoman lays about her handſomely ;. ha l— 
Hearts by hundreds! Hum! 

Mrs. Sub. Aye! that's a noble prize, if we could 
but manage her ; but ſhe's ſo indiſcreet, that ſhe'll be 


blown before we have made half our mirket. Tam 


this morning to give audience on her ſcore, to two 


Counts and a foreign Miniſter. 


Mr. Sub. Then ſtrike while the iron's hot: but. 
they'll be here before I. can talk to my people; ſend. 
ein in prithee- 


b Tradeſmen: . 
Mr. Sub, So, gentlemen ; oh! huſh | we are inter- 
B 5 rupted: 
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Tupted : if they aſk for your bills, you have leſt them 
at home, 


Enter Buck, Claſſic, and Roger. 


Buck. Ecod, I don't know how it ended, but J re- 
member how it begun. Oh ! maſter Subtle, how 
do'ſt, old Buck, hey ? Give's thy paw! And little 
Lucy, how fares it with the ? Hum! ms, 

Mr. Sub. What has been the matter, Squire ? Your 
face ſeems a little in diſhabille. „ 

' Buck, A touch of the times, old Boy ! a ſmall ſkir- 
miſh ; after I was down tho', a ſet of cowardly ſons 
of —— ; there's George and [| will box any five for 
their ſum. | 

Mr. Sus But how happen'd it? The French are 
generally civil to ſtrangers. 


Buck, Oh! damn'd civil ! to fall ſeven or eight - 


upon three : ſeven or eight | Ecod we had the whole 
houſe upon us at laſt. 

Mr. Sub. But what had you done ? 

Buck, Done! why nothing at all ! But wounds 
how the powder flew about, and the Monſieurs 
ſcour'd. | 

Mr. Sub. But what offence had either they or you 
committed ? 


Puck, Why J was telling Domine : laſt night, 


Dick Daylight, Bob Breadbaſket and I were walking 
through one of their Rues | think they call them here, 


they are ſtreets in London; but they have ſuch devil- 


1ſh out- of- the- way names for things, that there is no 
remembering them ; ſo we ſee crowds of people going 
into a houſe, and Comedy paſted over the door, in 
we troop'd with the reſt, paid our caſh, and fat down 
on the ſtage ; prefently they had a dance ; and one 
of the young women with long hair trailing behind 


her, ſtood with her back to a rail. juſt by me: Ecod 


what does me ! for nothing in the world but a joke, 


as I hope for mercy, but ties her locks to the rail; 


ſo when *twas her turn to figure out, ſous ſhe flapp'd 


on her back: *twas deviliſh comical, but they ſet up 
ſuch an uproar: one whey=fac'd ſon of a bitch, that 


came 
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came to looſe the woman, turn'd up his noſe, and 
call'd me Hete Ecod, | lent him a lick in his lanthorn 
jaws, that will make him remember the ſpawn of old 
Marlborough, I warrant him: another came up to 
ſecond him, but. I let drive at the mark, made the 
ſoup maigre rumble in his bread-baſket, and laid him 
ſprawling ; then in pour'd a million of them; I was 
knock'd down in a trice ; and what happen'd after I 
know no more than you. But where's Lucy? I'll goſee her, 

Clufſ. Oh fye ! ladies are treated here with a little 
more ceremony: Mr. Subtle too has collected theſe 
people, who are to equip you for the converſation of 
the ladies 

Fuck, Wounds! all theſe! What, Mr. Subtle, . 
theſe are Mounleers too, I ſuppoſe. 4 

Mr. Sub. No! Squire, they are Engliſhmen : 
faſhion has ordained, that as you employ none but. 
foreigners at home, you muſt take up with your own. 
countrymen here. : | | 

Clall. It is not in this inſtance alone we are particu- 


lar, Mr. Subtle ; L have obſerv'd many of our pretty 


gentlemen, who condeſcend to uſe entirely their 
native language here, ſputter nothing but bad French 
in the fide-boxes at home. 35 

Buck, Lock you, fir, as to you, and your wife, an 
Miſs Lucy. I like you all well enough; but the devil 
a good thing elſe have J ſeen ſince I loſt ſight of Do- 
ver; the men are all puppies, mincing and dancing. 
and chattering, and grinning: the women a parcel of 
painted dolls; their food's fit for hogs ; and as for 
their language, let them learn it that like it, I'll none 
on't ; no, nor their. frippery neither: ſo here you may 
all march to the place from whence you>——Harkee ! 
What, are you an Engliſhman ? 

Barber. Yes, ſic. k | 

Buck. Domine ! Look. here, what a monſter the 
monkey has made of hiniſelf? vSirrah ! if your ſtring 


was long enough, I'd do your buſineſs myſelf, you dog, 


to fink a bold Briton into ſuch a ſneaking, ſnivelling 
the raſcal looks as if he had not had a piece of 
beef and pudding in his paunch theſe twenty years s 
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In be hang'd if the rogue han't been fed upon frogs 
ever ſince he came over. Away with your trumpery | 

Claj. Mr. Buck, a compliance with the cuſtoms of 
the, country in which we live, where neither our reli- 
mo or morals are concern'd, is a CUP we owe our- 
elves. 


Mr. Sub. Beſides, Squire: Lucinda expects that 


you ſhould uſher her to public places; which it 


would be impoſſible to do in that dreſs. 

Buck, Why not ? 

Mr. Sub. You'd be mobb'd. 

"Buck, Mobb'd ! I ſhould be glad to ſee that. 
No! no! they ha'n't ſpirit enough to mob here; but 
come, fince theſe fellows here are, Engliſh, and it is 
the faſhion, try on your fooleries. 

Mr. Sub. Mr. Dauphine, come produce -upon 
my word, in an elegant taſte, ſir; this gentleman has 
bad the honour to 

Dauph. To work for all the Beaux Eſprits of the 
court. My good fortune commenc'd by a ſmall alte- 


ration in a4 cut of the coiner of the ſleeve for Count 


Crib ; but the addition of a ninth plait in the ſkirt of 


Marſhal Tonerre, was applauded by Madam la 


Ducheſs Rambouillet, and totally eſtabliſh'd the repu- 
tation of your humble ſervant. 

Puck, Hold your jaw and difpatch. 

Mr. Sub, A word with you—l don't think it impoſ. 


ſible to get you acquainted with Madam de Ram- 
bouillet. 


Buck. An't ſhea Papiſt ? 

Mr. Sub. Undoubtedly. 

Buck. Then I'll ha? nothing to fay to bike. j 0s 

Mr. Sub. Oh fie ! who minds the religion of a pret- 
ty woman? Beſides, all this country are of the ſame. 


Buck. For that reaſon I don't care how ſoon I. get 


out of it : come, let's get rid of you all 'as ſoon as we 
can. And what are you, hey ? | 
Barb. Je ſuis, peruquier, monſieur. 
Buck. Speak Engliſh, you ſon of a whore. 
Barb. I am a perriwig-maker, fir. 


Buck; Then why could not you ſay fo at firſt? 


What; 
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4 What, are you aſham'd of your mother tongue? J 
N knew this fellow was a puppy by his pig tail. Come, 
let's ſee your handy work: 

- Barb, As 1 found you were in a hurry, I have 
brought you, fr, ſomething that will do for the pre- 
ſent: but a peruque is a different ouvrage, another 
ſort of a thing here, from what it is en Angleterre; 
we muſt conſult the colour of the complexion, and 
the tour de viſage, the form of the face; for which 
end it will be neceſſary to regard your countenance in 
different lights: — A little to the right, if you pleaſe. 
Buck Why you dog, d'ye think I'll ſubmit to 8 
exerciſed by you? 

Barb. Oh mon Dieu! monſieur. if you don't, it 
will be impoſſible to make your wig comme il faut. 
Buck. Sirrah, ſpeak another French word, and Þ'll 
kick you down fairs, 
Burb Gad's curſe! would you reſemble ſome of 
your countrymen: who at the firſt importation, with 
nine hairs of a ſide to a brawny pair of cheeks, look 
like a Saracen's head ! or elſe their water-zruel jaws 
ſunk in a thicket of curls, appear, for all the world, 
like a lark in a ſoup-difb ! 
Mr. Sub. Come, Squire ſubmit ; 'tis but for once. 
Buck. Well, but what muſt I do? 

[ Places him in a chair. 
Barb. To the right, fir ;—now to the left; now 
your full—and now, fir, I'll do your buſineſs. 
Mr. Sub. Look at yourſelf a little; fee what a re- 
volution this has occaſion'd in your whole figure. 
Buches! a bloody pretty figure indeed ! but 'tis 
a figure Jam damnably aſhamed of: I would not be 
foes by Jack Wildfire or Dick Riot for fifty nn in 
this tink; For all that. ; 

Mr. Sub Upon my honour, dreſs greatly i improves 
you. Yourwpinion, Mr. Claſſic. 

Claſſ. They do mighty well, fir; and in a little 
time Mr. Buck will be eaſy in them. 

Buck. Shall 1 ; I am glad on't, for 1 am amaakly 
uneaſy at preſent, Mr. Subtle. What muſt | do now ? 

* Sub, Now, ſir, if you'll call upon my wife, 

you'l 
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you'll find Lucinda with her, and III wait on you 


preſently. 

Buck. Come along Domine ! But harkee, Mr. 
Subtle, I'll out of my trammels, when 1 hunt with the 
king. 

Mr. Sub. Well! Well! 


Buck, I'll on with my Jemmy's; none ©* your 


black bags and jack boots for me. 

Mr. Sub. No! no! 

Buck. I'll ſhew them the odds on't ! old Eilver-t 1! 
I wil:! Hey! 

Mr Sub. Ay! ay! 

Buck, Hedge, ſtake. or ſtile ! over we go | 

Mr. Sub. Ay! But Mr. Claſſic waits. 

Buck. But d'ye think they'll follow ? 
NM . Sub. Oh no! Impoſfible ! 

Buck. Did I tell you what a chace ſhe carried me 
laſt Chriſlmas eve, we unkennelPd a 

Mr. Sub. I am buſy now; at any other time. 

Buck. You'll follow us. I have ſent for my hounds 


and horſes. 


Mr. Sub. Have you? 
Buck. They ſhall make the tour of Europe with 


me: and then there's Tom Atkins the huntſman, 


the two whippers-in, and little Joey the groom comes 
with them. Damme, what a ſtrange place they'll 
think this? But no matter for that; then we ſhall be 


company enough of ourſelves But you'll follow us in? 


Mr. Sub. In ten minutes ! - An impertinent jacka- 
napes! But I ſhall ſoon ha' done with him So, gen- 
tlemen ; well, you ſee we have a good ſubjeQ to work 


upon.  Harkee, Dauphine, I muſt have more than 20 


per cent. ou of that ſuir. 

Dauph. Upon my ſoul, Mr. Subtle, I cnc 

Mr. Sub. Why I have always that upon new. 

Dauph. New [ Sir! Why as | hope to be- 

Mr. Sub. Come, don't lie; don't. damn | yourſelf, 
Dauphine don't be a rogue; did not I ſee at Madam 
Fripon's that waiſtcoat and ſleevs upon Col. Crambo? 

Dauph. As to the waiſicoat and ſkeves, | own; 
but for the body and lining—may I never ſee — 8 
; a r. 


ty 


wt. 


— 


— — — — 


„ — 8 *4 


IN AN T 


Mr. Sub. Come, don't be a ſcoundrel ; five and thir- 
ty, or I've done. 5 

Dauph. Well if l muſt, I muſt. 

Mr. Sub, Oh! Solitairej I can't pay that draft of 
Mr. thele fix weeks; | want Money. 

oli. Jeſu's dans le meme cas Je 

Mr. Sub, What d'ye mutiny, raical ? About your 
buſineſs, o [Exeunt, 

J muſt keep theſe fellows under, or I ſhall have a 
fine time on't; they know they can't do without me, 


Enter Mrs. Subtle. 


Mrs. Sub. The Calais letters! my dear. | 
Mr. Sub. (reads) Ah! ah! Calais—the Dover 
packet arrived laſt night, loading as follows : Six tay- 
lors, ditto baibers, five milliners, bound to Paris 10 
fludy faſhions; four citizens come to ſetile here for a 
month, by way of ſeeing the country; ditto their 
wives: ten French Valets, with nine cooks, all from 
Newgate, where they had been ſent for robbing their 
maſters ; nine Figure-dancers, exported in September 
ragged and lean, imported well clad and in good caſe ; 
twelve dogs, diito bitches, with two monkies, and a 
litter of puppies from mother Midnight's in the Hay- 
market: A precious cargo! Pofcript. One of the 
coaſters is juſt put in with his grace the duke of., 
my lord, and an o'd gentleman, whoſe name I can't 
learn. Gadſo! Well, my dear, I muſt run, and try to 
ſecure theſe Cuſtomers; there's no time to be loſt. 
Mean while— _ | 
| Enter Claſſic. 7 

So, Maſter Clailic, what have you left the young 
couple together? | 

Claſſ. They want your ladyſhip's preſence, madam, 
for a ſhort tour to the Tuilleries. I have received 
ſome letters which I muſt anſwer immediately. 

Mr. Sub. Oh! Well! Well! no ceremony ; we 
are all of a family, you know. Servant. [Exit. 

Claſſ. Roger! | 


Rog. Anon! 


Enter Roger. 


Claf. 
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you'll find Lucinda with her, and Þ!l wait on you 


preſent ly. 
Buck. Come along Domine! But harkee, Mr. 
Subtle, I'll out of my trammels, when I hunt with the 
king. 

Mr. Sub. Well! Well! 


Buck, I'll on with my Jemmy's; none o your 


black ba gs and jack boots for me. 

Mr. Sub. No! no! 

Buck. l'll ſhew them the odds on't! old suver-ta. l! 
I wil.! Hey! 

Mr Sub. Ay! ay! 

Buck, Hedge, ſtake. or ftile ! over we go! 

Mr. Sub. Ay ! But Mr. Claſſic waits. 

Buck. But d'ye think they'll follow? 
M. Sub. Oh no! Impoſlible ! 

Buck. Did I tell you what a chace ſhe carried me 


laſt Chriſtmas eve, we unkennelbd a 


Mr. Sub. J am buſy now; at any other time. 

Buck. You'll follow us. 1 have ſent for my hounds 
and horſes. 

| Mr. Sub. Have you? 

Buck. They ſhall make the tour of Europe with 


me: and then there's Tom Atkins the huntſman, 


the two whippers-in, and little Joey the groom comes 
with them. Damme, what a ſtrange place they'll 


think this? But no matter for that; then we ſhall be 


company enough of ourſelves But you'll tollow us in ? 
Mr. Sub. In ten minutes ! - An impertinent jacka- 

na pes! But I ſhall ſoon ha' done with him So, gen- 

tlemen ; well, you ſee we have a good ſubjeQ to work 


upon. | Harkee, Dauphine, I mult have more than 20 


per cent. ou of that ſuir. 1 

Dauph. Upon my ſoul, Mr. Subtle, [ can't. | 

Mr. Sub. Why I have always that upon new. 

Dauph. New |! Sir! Why as | hope to be— 

Mr. Sub. Come, don't lie; don't. damn yourſalf,” 
Dauphine don't be a rogue; did not I-ſee at Madam 
Fripon's that waiſtcoat and fleevs upon Col. Crambo ? 

Dauph, As to the waiſicoat. and ſkeves, | own; 
but for the body and lining—may 1 never ſee — * 

r. 


„ . tons np wy wh — 


t) 


Lene ez - | 


— 
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Mr. Sub. Come, don't be a ſcoundrel; five and thir- 


ty, or I've done. 
Dauph. Well if | muſt, I muſt. 


Mr. Sub, Oh! Solitaire j I can't pay that draft of 


Mr. thele fix weeks; | want Money. 
Soli je tu's dans le meme cag—Je— 
Mr. Sub, What d'ye mutiny, raical ? About your 
buſineſs, o | [Exeunt, 
I muſt keep theſe fellows under, or I ſhall have a 


fine time on't; they know they can't do without me. 


Enter Mrs. Subtle. 


Mrs. Sub. The Calais letters! my dear. | 

Mr. Sub. (reads.) Ah! ah! Calais—the Dover 
packet arrived laſt night, loading as follows: Six tay- 
lors, 98 five milliners, bound to Paris to 
ſtudy falktons ; four citizens come to ſetile here for a 
month, by way of ſeeing the country ; ditto their 
wives: ten French Valets, with nine cooks, all from 
Newgate, where they had been ſent for robbing their 
maſters ; nine Figure-dancers, exported in September 
ragged and lean, imported well clad and in good caſe ; 
twelve dogs, diito bitches, with two monkies, and a 
litter of puppies from mother Midnight's in the Hay- 
market: A precious cargo! Poſicript, One of the 
coaſters is juſt put in with his grace the duke of., 
my lord, and an old gentleman, whoſe name I can't 
learn. Gadſo! Well, my dear, I muſt run, and try to 
ſecure theſe Cuſtomers; there's no time to be loſt. 
Mean while | 


Enter Claſſic. 


So, Maſter Claiſic, what have you left the young 
couple together? 1 

Claſſ. They want your ladyſhip's preſence, madam, 
for a ſhort tour to the Tuilleries. I have received 
ſome letters which I muſt anſwer immediately. _ 

Mr. Sub. Oh! Well! Well! no ceremony ; we 
are all of a family, you know. Servant. [Exit. 

Claſſ. Roger! | 


Enter Roger. 
Rog. Anon! 


Claſl 
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c 1 have juſt received a letter from your old 


mater; he Nwas landed at Calais, and will be this 
evening ats Haris. It is abſolutely neceſſary that this 
7 circumſtame ſhould be conceal'd from his ſon; for 


which p poſe you muſt wait at the Picardy gate, and 
delivers letter | ſhall give you, into his own band. 
2 I'll warrant you. 

Ca. But, 1 be ſecret. 

- Rog. Oh! lud ! never you fear ! 

 Claſſ. So, Mr. Subtle, 1 ſee your aim. A pretty 


lodging we have hit upon; the miſtreſs a commode, 
and the maſter a— But who can this ward be? Poſ- 


ſibly the neglected punk of ſome riotous man of quality. 
Tis lucky Mr. Buck's father is arriv'd, or my authori- 
ty would prove but an inſufficient match for my pu- 
pil's obſtinacy. This mad boy! How difficult, how 


diſagreeable a taſk have I undertaken ? And how ge- 
neral, yet how dangerous an experiment is it to expoſe. 
our youth, in the very fire and fury of their blood, to 
all the follies and extravagance of this fantaſtic court ?- 
Far different was the prudent practice of our fore- 


fathers. 


They cor d to truck, for baſe unmanly arts, 
Their native plainneſs, and their honeſt hearts ; 

| Whene'er they deign'd to viſit haughty France, 
"Twas arm'd with bearded dart, and pointed launce, 
No pom pous pageants lur'd their curious eye, 

No charms for them had fops or flattery ;. 
Paris they knew, their ſtreamers wav'd around, 
There Britens ſaw a Britiſh Harry erown'd. 
Far other views attract our modern race, 
Trulls, toupees, trinkets, bags, brocades, a has: 3 
A flaunting form, and a fictitious face. 

Rouſe ! re-aſſume refuſe a Gallic reign, 


Nor let their arts win that, heir arms could never 


gain. 
E i FIRST ACT. 
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2 & CP ſe 
Enter Mr. Claſſic and Roger. 


Ro GER. 


LD maile at a coffee- houſe next ſtreet, and 
will tarry *till you ſend for. un. 

Claſſ. Bye and bye, in the duſk, bring him up the 
back ſtairs. You muſt be careful that nobody ſees him. 

Rog. 1 warrant you. 

Claſi. Let Sir John know, that T would wait on 
him myſelf, bur I don't think it ſafe to quit the houſe. 
an inſtant. 

Rog. Ay, ay. [Exit Roger. 
Clas. I ſuppoſe, by this time, matters are pretty 
well {ettled within, and my abſence only wanted to 
8 the ſcene; but I ſhall take care to 

Oh! a Mr. Subtle, and his lady. 


Enter Mr. and Mrs. Subtle. 


les Sub. Oh! delightfully ! Now, my deareſt, I 
hope you will no longer diſpute my abilites for forming | 
a female. | | 

Mr. Sub. Never, never: How the baggage leer'd ! 

Mrs. Sub. And the booby gap'd ! 

Mr. Sub. So kind, and yet ſo coy ; ſo free, but then 
fo reſerv'd ; Oh! ſhe has him ! 

Mrs. Sub. Aye! aye! the fiſh is hook'd ; but then 
ſafely to land him, —Is Claſſic ſuſpicious ? 

Mr. Sz6.; Not that 1 obſerve ; but the ſecret muſt 
ſoon be blaz'd. | 

Mrs: Sub. Therefore diſpatch: I have laid a trap to 
83 his affection. 

Mr. Sub. Ho ] ? 

Mrs, Sub. He ſhall be 3 with a „ diſplay of 
Lucy's talents ; her ſinging, dancing. 

r. Sub. Pſhaw | her finging and dancing! _ 

Mrs. Sub. Ah! you don't. know, huſbind, half the 
force of theſe accompliſhments i: in a faſhionable by 
i ; r. 


A 
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Mr. Sub, I doubt her execution. 

Mrs. Sub. You have no reaſon ; ſhe does both well 
enough to flatter a fool ; eſpecially with love for her 
ſecond : Beſides, I have a coup de maitre, a ſure card. 

Mr. Sub. What's that ? 

Mrs. Sub. A rival. 

Mr. S»b, Who? 

Mrs. Sub. The language-maſter : He may be eaſily 
equipt for the expedition; a ſecond-hand tawdry ſuit 
of cloaths wilt paſs on our countryman for a marquiſs 
and then to excuſe his ſpeaking our Janguage ſo well, 
he may have been educated early in England. But 
huſh! the ſquire approaches, don't ſeem to obſerve him. 


Enter Buck. 


For my part, I never ſaw any thing fo alter'd ſince 
I was born: In my confcience, | believe ſhe's in . love 
with him. 

Buck. Huſh ! [Afide.] 

Mr. Sub, D'ye think lo? 

Mrs. Sb, Why, where's the wonder ? He's a pret- 
ty, good-humour'd, - ſprightly ſellow ; and, for the 
time, ſuch an Improvement! Why he wears his cloaths 
as eaſily, and moves as genteely, as if he bad been at 
Paris theſe twenty years. 

Mr. Sub, Indeed ! How does he 3 ? | 

Mrs. Sub. Why he has had but three leſſons from 

Marcel, and he moves already like Dupre. Oh! three 
months ftay here, will render him a perfect model for 
the Engliſh court. 

Mr. Sub. Gadſo ! No wonder then, with theſe qua- 
| kites, that he has caught the heart of my ward; but 
we mull take care that the girl does nothing Haden: 

Mrs. Sub, Oh! diſmiſs your fears; ber family, good 
ſenſe, and more than all, her being educated under.my. 
eye, render them unneceſſary ; ; be des, Mr. Buck is tos 
much a man of honour to. n 

{He interrupts them, I 
Bu-k. Damn me, if I an't. | M 
Mis. Sub. Bleſs me l fs ! rom bere! I did "not « ex- 
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Buck. 1 beg pardon ; but all that 1 heard was, that 
Mr. Buck was a man of honour. I wanted to have ſome 
chat with you, madam, in private. 

Mr. Sub, Then Pll withdraw. You ſee I dare truſt 
you alone with my wife. 

Buck, So you may ſafely ; I have other game in 
view. Servant, Mr. Subtle. 

Mrs. Sub. Now for a puzzling ſcene: I long to 
know how he'll begin. Well, Mr. Buck, your co. 
mands with me, fir. 

Buck. Why madam, —I ah—lI ah 
ſhut the door: I was, madam, 

you gueſs what I want to talk about ? 
Mr. Sub. Not I, indeed, fir. | 

Buck, Well, but try; upon my ſoul I'll tell you, if 
you're right. 

Mrs. Sub. It will be impoſſible for me to divine: 
But come, open a little ! 

Buck, Why, have you obſerv'd nothing ? 

Mrs. Sub. About who ? 

Buck. Why, about me! 

Mrs. Sub, Ves: you are new-dreſs'd, and your 

cloaths become you. 

Buck. Pretty well; but it an't that. 

Mrs. Sub. What is it ? 0 | 

Buck, Why, ah! ah pon my ſoul, can't bring 
it out. . 

Mrs. Sub. Nay, then it's to no purpoſe to wait : 
Write your mind. 

Buck. No! No! Stop a moment, and I will tell. 

Mrs. Sub. Be expecitious, then. 

Buck, Why, I wanted to talk about Miſs Lncinda, 

Mrs. Sub. What of her? | 

Buck, She's a bloody fine girl ; ; and I ſhould be 
glad to 

Mrs. Sub W 1 What ! Mr. Buck ! 
And in my houſe! Oh! Mr. Buck, you have deceiv'd 
me! Little did I think, that, under the appearance of 
ſo much honeſty, you could go to 

"ROE. ove wy ſoul, you: re miſts en, 


but let's 
ah! ah! can't 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Sab. A poor Orphan too l Depriv'd in her ear- 
lieſt infancy of a father's prudence, and a mother's care. 
Buck, why I tell you 
Mrs. Sub. So ſweet, ſo lovely an Innocence; her 
mind as ſpotleſs as her perſon. 
Buck. Hey-day ! | | 
Mrs. Sub. And me ſir! Where had you your thoughts 


ef me? How dar'd you ſuppoſe that I would connive 
at ſuch a | | 


Buck, The woman is bewitch'd'! 

Mrs. Sub. I! whoſe untainted reputation the bliſter- 
ing tongue of ſlander never blaſted. Full fifteen years, 
in wedlock's facred bands, have I liv'd unreproach'd ;. 
and now to—— | 
Buck,” Od's Fury ! She's in heroics ! 5 

Mrs. Sub. And this from you too, whoſe fair outſide 
and bewitching tongue had ſo far lull'd my fears, L 


ſingly, with you. | 
Buck, Upon my ſoul ! and fo you might ſafely. 
Mrs. Sub. Well, fir, and what have you to urge in: 
your defence ? | | | 

Buck. Oh! ob! What are you got pretty well to 
the End of your Line, are you ? And now, if you'll be 
quiet a bit, we may make a ſhift to underſtand one a- 
nother a little. VVV 
Mrs. Sub. Be quick, and eaſe me of my fears. 
Bucl. Eaſe you of your fears ! I don't know how the 
devil you got them. All that | wanted to ſay was, that 
Miſs Lucy was a fine wench; and if ſhe was as willing 
as me- 


o 
* 


Mrs. Sab. Willing! fir | What demon- 


gecainp. 5 | 
Mis. Sub, I am calm; go on. 15 jib 
Butt Why that if ſhe lik'd me, as well as I lik'd 


JJC 33 
f Mrs. Sub. Oh I fir! if that was indeed your drift, 


0 I am fatisfy'd. But don't indulge your wiſh too much; 


there are numerous obſtacles ; your father's. conſent, 
the law of the land. Buck, 


_ dar'd have truſted all my daughters, nay, myſelf too, 


Buck. If you are in your airs.again, I may as well 


her, we might, perhaps, if you lik d it too, be married 


at... 
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Buck. What laws? 


Mrs. Sub. All clandeſtine marriages are void in this 
country. 

Buck. Damn the country: in London now, a foot- 
man may drive to May-Fair, and in five minutes be 
tack'd to a counteſs ; but there's no liberty here. 

Mrs. Sab. Some inconſiderate couples have indeed 
gone off poſt to proteſtant ſtates; but * hope my ward 
will have more prudence. 


Buck. Well, well, leave that to me. D'ye think ſhe 
likes me ? 


Mrs. Sub. Why to deal candidly with you, ſhe does. 
Buck, Does ſhe, by. 
Mrs Sub, Calm your tranſports. 


Buck. Well ! but how ? She did not, did ſhe hey! 
Come now, tell 


Mrs. Sub. I hear her coming; 
muſic and dancing. 

Buck. Could not I have a peep? , © 
Mrs. Sub. Withdraw to this corner. 


this is hier hour for 


Enter Lucinda, with finging and dancing maſters. 


Luc. The news; the news, Monfieur Gamut ; I 
die, if I have not the firſt intelligence! Whar's doing 
at Verſailles ? When goes the court to Marly ? Does 
Rameau write the next opera? What ſay the critics 
of Voltaire's Duke de Foix? Anſwer me all in a 
breath ! 


Buck. A brave ſpirited girl! She'll take a five-barr'd 
gate in a fortnight. 

Gam, The converſation of the court your ladyſhip 
has engroſs'd, ever ſince you laſt honour d it with your 
appearance. 

Luc, Oh! you flatterer! have 11 Well! and what 
freſh victims? But 'tis impoſſible ; the ſunſbine of a 
northern beauty is too feeble to thaw the icy heart of 
a French courtier. 


Gam. What injuflice to your own charms and our 7 
_ diſcernment ! 


Luc. Indeed ! nay, I care not 3 if 1 have fire enough 
to 
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to warm one Britiſh boſom, rule! rule! ye Paris 
Belles ! I envy not your conquelts. 

Mrs. Sub, Meaning you. 

Buck. Indeed 

Mrs. Sub. Certain! 

"Buck. - Hulk +  .--.- 

Luc. But come, a truce to ens, Gamut, and 
to the buſineſs of the day: Oh! I am quite enchanted 
with this new inſtrument ; 'tis ſo languiſhing and ſo 
portable, and ſo ſoft and fo ws But come, for your 
laſt leſſon. 

Cam. D'ye like the words? 

Las. Oh! charmingly! They are ſo melting, and 
eaſy, and elegant. Now for a Coup d' E Hai. 

Gam, Take care of your expreſſion; let your eyes 
and addreſs accompany the ſound and ſentiment. _ 

Luc. But, dear Gamut, if I am out, don't interrupt 
me ; correct me afterwards. | 

Gam. Alons, 'commencez. 


. 


T. 


AR un matin Liſette ſe leva, 


Et dans un bois ſeulette s'en alla. | 
Ta, la, la, Tc 


I. 


Elle cherchoit des nids de ga de la, 
Dans un buiſſon le Roſſignol chanta. 


Ta, la, la. 


III. 


Toute doucement elle s'en approcba, 
Savez vous bien, ce qu elle denicha. 


IV. 


C' etoit PAmour, Amour Fattendoit la, 
Le bel Oiſeau dit elle que voila. | * 
. Ta, la, la. 


1 


Ta, ts, la. 


IN PARIS. 23 

| 8 
La pauvre enfant le prit, le careſſa, 
Sous ſon mouchoir en riant le plaga. 


7 


Son petit « cœur auſſitot Yenflama, 
Elle gemit, et ne ſpait ce quelle a. 


VII. 
Elle s'en va ſe plaindre à ſon papa, 
En lui parlant la belle ſoupira. 


. VIII. 
Le bon Papa qui gen doutoit deja. 
Lui dit je ſcais un remede a cela. 


IX. 


II prit Amour, les ailes lui coupa, 
D'un double noeud fortement le lia. 


6 X. 
Dans la voliere auſſitot Penferma, 
Chantez Fripon autant qu'il vous plaira. 


XI. 


Heureuſement la belle s'en tira, 
Mais on n'a pas toujours ce ſecret la. 


XII. 


Jeune beaute que Amour guetera, 
Craignez le tour qu' a Liſſette il joua. 
Ta, la, la. 


Ta, la, la, c. 
Ta, la, la. 
Ta, la, l. 
Ta, la, la. 
Ta, la, la, 
72, bs, * 


Ta, la, la. 


Gam. Bravo | Bravo ! 

Buck. Bravo Braviſſimo ! My lady, what was the 
ſong about? [ Afide to my lady. 

Mrs. Sub Love: Tis her own compoſing. 

Buck. What, does ſhe make verſes then ? 1 

rs. 


4 
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Mrs. Sub. Finely, I take you to be the ſubjeRt of 
theſe. 


Buck, Ah! D'ye think ſo! Gad! I thought by her 
ogling, twas the muſic- man himſelf. 
Luc. Well, Mr. Gamut; tolerably well, for ſo 
young a ſcholar. 


Gam. Inimitably, madam ! - Your ladyſhip's . 
greſs will undouhtedly fix my fortune. 


Enter Ser ant. 
Luc. Vour ſervant, ſir. | 


Serv. Madam, your 8 Monkeur 
Kitteau. 


Luc. Admit him. 


Enter Kitteau. 8 


Monſieur Kitteau, I can't poſſibly take a leſſon this 
morning, I am ſo buſy ; but if you pleaſe, I'll juſt 
hobble over a minuet by way of exerciſe. 


Enter a ſervant, IAſier the dance, 
Serv. Monſieur le Marquis de | | 
Luc. Admit him this inſtant. 


Mrs. Sub. A lover of Lucinda ! a Frenchman of 
faſhion, and vaſt fortune. 


Buck. Never heed ; Þll ſoon do his bulinefs, I'll 
warrant you. 


Enter Marquis, 


Luc. My dear Marquis ! 

Mar. Ma chere adorable 3 Tis: an age fince I faw 

you. 

75 Luc. Oh ! An. Aa} But 'tis your fault, though. 
Marg. My. misfortune, ma princeſe ! But now III 

redeem my error, and root for ever here. - 

Bucl. I ſhall make a ſhift to tranſplant you, I be- 
lieve. - - 

Luc. You can't conceive how your abſence. has 
diſtreſs'd me. Demand of theſe gentlemen the melan- 
choly mood of my mind. 

Marg. But now that I am arriv'd, we'll dance and 


ſings 
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fing, and drive care to the—Ha ! Monſieur Kitteau ! 
have you practiſed this morning? | 

Luc. I had juſt given my hand to Kitteau before 
you came. | | OS | | 

Marg. I was in hopes that honour would have been 
reſerv'd for me. May I flatter myſelf that your lady- 
Jhip will do me the honour of venturing upon the fa- 
tigue of another minuet this morning with me ? 


Enter Buck briſkly. Takes her hand. 


| Buck, Not that you know of, Monſieur. 

Marg. Hey! Diable Quelle Bite! 

Buck, Harkee, Monſieur Ragout, if you repeat that 
word Bete, I ſhall make you ſwallow it again, as I did 
laſt night one of your countrymen. 

Mar. Quel Savage 
Buck. And another word; as I know you can ſpeak 
very good Engliſh, if you will; when you don't, I ſhall 
take it for granted you're abuſing me, and treat you 
accordingly. | 

Marg. Cavalier enough! But you are protefted 
here. Mademoiſelle, who is this officious gentleman ? 
How comes he intereſted ? Some relation, I ſuppoſe ! 


Buck. No; I'm a lover. 

Marg. Oh! oh! a rival! Eh Morbleu ! a dange- 
rous one too. Ha ! ha! Well, Monſieur, what, and I 
ſuppoſe you preſume to give laws to this lady; and 
are determin'd, out of your very great and ſingular 
affection, to knock down every mortal ſhe likes, A- la- 
mode d Angleterre ; Hey ! Monſieur Roaſt-beef ! | 

Buck. No; but I intend that lady for my wife; 


cConſider her as ſuch ; and don't chuſe to have her ſoil'd 


by the impertinent addreſſes of every French fop, Aa- 
mode de Paris, Monſieur Fricaſſy 
Marg. Fricaſſy j 
Buck. We. | 
Luc. A truce; a truce, I beſeech you, gentlemen : 
It ſeems I am the golden prize for which you plead ; 
produce your pretenſions; you are the repreſentatives 
of "1.08 reſpective countries; begin, Marquis, for the 
33 =, 5 honour 
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honour of France Let me hear what advantages lam 
to derive from a conjugal union with you. ' 276] 
Marg. Abſtracted from thoſe which I think are pretty 


viſible ; a perpetual reſidence in this paradiſe of plea- 


ſures ; to be the object of univerſal adoration ; to ſay 
what you pleaſe, go where you will, do what you like, 
form faſhions, bate your huſband, and let him ſee it ; 


indulge your gallant, and let t'other know it; run in 


debt, and oblige the poor devil to pay it. He! Ma 
chere! There are pleaſures for you. 

Luc. Bravo! Marquis! Theſe are allurements for a 
woman of ſpirit ; but don't let us conclude too haſtily ; 
hear the other ſide: What have you to offer, Mr. 
Buck, in favour of England ? 

Buck. Why, madam, for a woman of ſpirit, they 
give you the ſame advantages in London as at Paris, 
with a privilege forgot by the Marquis, an indiſputable 
right to cheat at cards, in ſpight of detection. 

Marg. Pardon me, fir, we have the ſame; but 1 


thought this privilege ſo known and univerſal, that 


was needleſs to mention it. 1 | 
Buck You'll give up nothing, I find; but to tell 
ou my blunt thoughts, in a word, if any woman can 
"<6 ſo abandon'd, as to rank amongſt the comforts of 


matrimony, the privilege of hating her huſband, and 


the liberty of committing every folly and every vice 
contained in your catalogue, ſhe may ſtay fingle for 
me; for damn me, if I'm a huſband fit for her hu- 
mour ; that's all. | | 
Marg. I told you, mademoiſelle ! 
Luc. But ſtay, what have you to offer as a counter- 
balance, for theſe pleaſures ? | 


Buck, Why, I have, madam, courage to protect 


you, good- nature to indulge your love, and health 
enough to make gallants uſeleſs, and too good a for- 
tune to render running in debt neceſſary. Find that 
here if you can. 

Marg. Bagatelle! | 

Luc Spoke with the ſincerity of a Briton; and as I 
don't . perceive that I ſhall have any uſe for the * 
| | 5 onab le 
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onable liberties you propoſe, you'll pardon, Marquis, 
my national prejudice ; here's my hand, Mr. Buck, 
Buck, Servant, monſieur! 
Marg. Serviteur ! 
Buck. No offence ! | 
Marg. Not in the leaſt ; I am only afraid the re- 
putation of that lady's taſte will fuffer a little ; and to 
ſhew her at once the difference of her choice, the pre- 


W ference, which if beſtow'd on me, would not fail to 


exaſperate you, I ſupport without murmuring ; ſo, 
that favour which would probably have provok'd my 
fate, is now your protection. Voila la pol teſſe Fran- 
coiſe, madam ; I have the honour to be Bon jour 
monſieur. Tol de rol. Exit. Marg. 

Buck, The fellow bears it well. Now if you'll 
give me your hand, we'll in, and ſettle matters with 
Mr. Subtle. | | . 

Luc. Tis now my duty to obey. [Exeunt. 


Enter Roger, peeping about. 


Rog. The coaſt is clear 3 fir, fir, you may come in 
now, Maſter Claſlic. | i ü 


Enter Mr. Claſſic and the Father. 


Claſl. Roger, watch at the door. 1 with, Sir John, 
I could give you a more chearful welcome, but we 
have no time to loſe in ceremony; you are arrived 
in the critical minute; two hours more would have 
plac'd the inconſiderate couple out of the reach of 
purſuit, | 
Father. How can I acknowledge your kindneſs ? 
You have preſerv'd my ſon ; you have fav d——— + 
Claſſ. J have done my duty; but of tha 
Rog. Maiſter, and the young woman's coming. 
Claſſ. Sir John, place yourſelf here, and be a wit- 
neſs at how near a criſis is the fate of your family. 


Enter Buck and Lucinda. 


Buck, Pſhaw ! what ſignifies her? 'Tis odds whe- 
ther ſhe'd conſent, from the fear of my father. Be- 


che told me, we could never be married. here ; 
* 


and 
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and ſo pack up a few things, and we'll off in a poſt 
chaiſe directly. 
Luc. Stay, Mr. Buck, let me have a moment's re- 
flection. What am I about ! Contriving in con- 
cert with the moſt profligate couple that ever diſ- 
grac'd human nature, to impoſe an indigent orphan on 
the ſole repreſentative of a wealthy and honourable 
family ! Is this a character becoming my birth and 
education? What muſt be the conſequence? Sure 
detection and contempt, contempt even from him, 
when his paſſions cool.—T have reſolv'd, fir. | 

Buck, Madam. 

Luc. As the expedition we are upon the point 'of 
taking, is to be a laſting one, we ought not to be 
over-haſty in our reſolution. | 

Buck, Pſhaw ! ſtuff! When a thing's reſoly'd, the 
| ſooner 'tis over the better. 

Luc, But before it is abſolutely reſolv'd, give me 
leave to beg an anſwer to two queſtions. 

Buck. Make haſte then. 

Luc. What are your thoughts of me? 

Buck. Thoughts! Nay, 1 don't know ; why that 
you are a ſenſible, 'civil, handſome, handy girl, and 
will make a deviliſh good wife. That's all I think. 

Luc. But of my rank and fortune? 

Buck, Mr. Subtle ſays they are both great ; 5 but 
that's no buſineſs of mine, I was always determin'd to 
marry for love. 

Luc. Generouſly faid ! My birth 1 believe, won't 
diſgrace you ; but for my fortune, your friend, Mr. 
Subtle, 1 fear, has anticipated you there. | 

Buck, Much good may it do him; I bave enough 
for both; but we loſe time, and may be e 

Luc. By whom? 

Buck, By Domine; or perhaps father may come ! 
Luc. Your father !—You think he would prevent 

you then ?] 
Back. Perhaps he would. 
Tuc. And why? 
Buck. Nay, 1 don' t know 3 but 3 Zooks 
— this is like ſaying one's catechiſe. . 
uc. 


lat 


8 


Tuc. But don't you think your father's conſent ne- 
ceſſary ? eq 


Buck. No! Why 'tis I am to be married, and not 


he. But come along, old fellows love to be obſtinate ; 
but *Ecod I am as-muleiſh as he; and to tell you the 


truth, if he had propos'd me a wife, that would have. 


been reaſon enough to make me diſlike her ; and I 


don't think I ſhould be half ſo hot about marrying 


you, only. I thought *twould plague the old fellow 


damnably. So, my pretty partner, come along; let's. 


have no more | 


f WR Father and Claſſic. 


Father. Sir, I am oblig'd to you for: this declara- 


tion, as io it I owe the entire ſubjection of that pater- 
nal weakneſs, which has hitherto ſuſpended the cor- 
rection your abandoned libertiniſm has long provok'd, 
You have forgot the duty you owe a father, diſ- 


claim'd my protection, cancell'd the natural covenant. 


between us; tis time I now ſhould give you up to 
the guidance of your own guilty paſſions, and treat. 


you as a ſtranger to my blood for ever 


Buck, I told: you what would happen if he ſhould 
come; but you may thank yourſelf. | 


Fath. Equally weak as wicked, the dupe of a raw. 


giddy girl. But proceed, fir; you have nothing far- 
ther to fear from me; complete your project, and add 
her:ruin to your own. | | | 

Buck. Sir, as to me, you may ſay what you pleaſe ; 
but for the young woman, ſhe does not deſerve it; but 
now ſhe wanted me to get your conſent, and told me 
that ſhe had never a penny of portion into the bargain. 


Fatb. A ftale, obvious artifice | She knew the diſ- 
covery of the fraud muſt follow cloſe on your incon-- 


fiderate marriage, and would then plead the merits of 

her prior candid diſcovery: the lady, doubtleſs, fir, 

has other ſecrets to diſcloſe ; but as her cunning re- 

veal'd the fuſt, her policy will preſerve the reſt. 
Luc, What ſecrets? „ 


Buct Be quiet, I tell you; let him alone, and 


he'll cool of himſelf by and by. 
IG, 3 C3 | Luc. 
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Luc. Sir, I am yet the ter pe of my own ho- 
nour ; in juſtice to that, I muſt demand an explana- 
tion. What ſecrets, fir! 


- Fath. Oh! perhaps a thouſand! But I am to 


* 


blame to call them ſecrets; the cuſtoms of this gay 
country give ſanction, and ſtamp merit upon vice; and 
vanity will here proclaim what modeſty would elſe- 
where bluſh to whiſper. 

Luc. Modeſty !— You ſuſpe& my virtue then! 

Fath, You are a lady; but the fears of a father 
may be permitted to negle& a little your plan of po- 
liteneſs : therefore, to be plain, from your reſidence in 
this houſe, from your connection with theſe people, 
and from the ſcheme which my preſence has interrupt- 
ed, I have ſuſpicions— of what nature, aſk yourſelf. 

Luc, Sir, you have reaſon; appearances are againſt 
me, I confeſs; but when you have heard my melan- 
choly ſtory, you'll own you haye wrong'd me, and 


learn to pity her whom you now hate. 


Fath. Madam, you miſemploy your time; there 
tell your ſtory, there it will be believ'd ; I am too 
knowing in the wiles of women, to be ſoftened by a 
Syren tear or impos'd on by an artful tale. 

Luc. But hear me, fir ; on my knee, I beg it, nay 
T demand it; you have wrong'd me, and muſt do me 


juſtice. 


Clifſ. J am ſure, madam, Sir John will be glad to 
find his fears are falſe, but you can't blame him. 
Luc. I don't, fir, and 1 ſhall but litile treſpaſs on 
his patience : when you know, fir, that I am the or- 
phan of an honourable and once wealthy family, 
whom her- father, miſguided by pernicious politics, 
brought with him, in her earlieſt infancy, to France; 
that dying here, he bequeath'd me, with the poor rem- 
nant of our ſhatter'd fortune, to the direction of this 
ra pacious pair; | am ſure you'll tremble for me. 
Fab Goon! _.. 5 8 9 
| Luc, But when yon know that plunder'd of the 
little fortune left me, I was reluQantly compell'd to 
aid this plot ; forc'd to comply under the penalty of 
deepeſt want ; without one hoſpitable roof to ſhelter 
hu me, 


Qu 
. 


ww”... 
ed 
ke, Sd Ins , Iu 


IN PARIS. 31 


me, without one friend to comfort or relieve me; 
you muſt, you can't but pity me. 

Fath. Proceed ! 

Luc, To this when you are told, that, previous to 
your coming, I had determined never to wed your 
ſon, at leaſt without your knowledge and conſent, I 
hope your juſtice then will credit and acquit me. 

Fath. Madam, your tale is plauſible and moving, I 
hope 'tis true; here come the explainers of this riddle. 

: Enter, Mr. and Mrs. Subtle. 

Mr. Sub. Buck's father ! | 

Fath, I'll take ſome other time, fir, to thank you 
for the laſt proofs of your friendſhip to my family ; 
in the mean time, be ſo candid as to inſtruct us in the 
knowledge of this lady, whom, it ſeems, you have 
choſen for the partner of my ſon. | | 
Mr. Sub. Mr. Buck's partner — I choſe——lI 

Fath. No equivocation, or reſerve, your plot's re- 
veal'd, known to the bottem; who is the lady? 
3 Sub. Lady, Sir,. —— the lady's a gentle woman, 


Fath. By what means? Bi 

Mr. Sub. By her father and mother. 

Fath. Who were they, fir ? 

Mr. Sub. Her mother was of—1 forgot her mai- 
den name, 

Fath. You ha'nt forgot her father's ? 

Mr. Sub, No! No! No! 

Fath. Tell it then. 

Mr. Sub. She has told it you, I ſuppoſe. 
| Fath. No matter, I muſt have it, fir, from you; 
here's ſome myſtery. | 

Mr. Sub. Twas Worthy. | 

Fath. Not the daughter of Sir Gilbert? 

Mr. Sub. You have it. 

Fath My poor girl! I, indeed, have wrong'd, but 
will redreſs you; and pray, fir, after the many 
preſſing letters you received from me, how came this 
truth conceal'd ? but I gueſs your motive ; dry up your 


KS tears, 
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tears, Lucinda, at laſt you have found a father. 
Hence, ye degenerate, ye abandon'd wretches, who, 
abuſing the confidence of your country, unite to plun- 
der thoſe ye promiſe to protect. 

Luc, Am ] then juſtified ? 

Fath, You are: your father was my firſt and firm- 
eſt friend, I mourn'd his loſs; and Jong have ſought 
for thee in vain, Lucinda. | 

Buck. Pray han't I ſome merit in finding her ? ſhe” 5 
mine by the cuſtom of the manor. 

Fatb. Yours—Firſt ſtudy to deſerve her; ſhe's 
mine, fir ; I have juſt redeem'd this valuable treaſure, 
and ſhall not truſt it in a ſpendthrift's hands. 

Buck. What would you have me do, fir 7 

 Fath, Diſclaim the partners of your riot; poliſh 
your manners, reform your pleaſures, apd before-you 
think of governing others, learn to direct yourſelf. 
And now, my beauteous ward, we'll. for the land 
where firſt you ſaw the light, and there endeavour. to 
forget the long, long bondage you have ſuffer'd here. 
I ſuppoſe, fir, we ſhall have no difficulty in perſuad- 

ing you to accompany us; it is not in France I am to 
"hope for your reformation. I have now learn'd, that 
he, who tranſports a profligate fon to Paris, by way of 
mending his manners, only adds the vices and dolle of 
that country to my of hy own. 
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| Spoken by Miſs MackLtN. 


Scaped from my guardian's tyrannical ſway, . 
By a fortunate voyage on a proſperous day, 
Lam landed in Exglaad, and now muſt endeavour, 
By ſome means or other to curry your favour. 

Of what uſe to be freed from a Gallic ſubjection, 
Unleſs Pm ſecure of a Pritiſb protection. 
Without caſh,—but one friend—and he too juſt made, 
Egad, I've a mind to ſet up ſome trade; | | 
Of what ſort ! in the papers I'll publiſh a puff 
Which won't fail to procure me cuſtom enough ;. 
That a lady from Paris is lately arriv'd 
* Who with exquiſite art has nicely contriv'd 
* The beſt paint for the face, —the beſt paſte for the 

hands, | e RE; 

« A water for freckles, for fluſhings, and tans. 
She can teach you the meilleur coeffeure for the head, 
= © Toliſp—amble—and fimper—and put on the red; 
Too rival, to rally, to backbite, and ſneer, 
* Um—no ;. that they already know pretty well here. 

The Beaux ſhe inſtruQs to bow with a grace, 
The happieſt ſhrug, —the neweſt grimace. 
To parler Frangois—fib, flatter, and dance, 
Which is very near all that they teach ye in France. 
„Not a buck, nor a blood, through the whole Eng- 
| liſb nation, | 
But his roughneſs ſhe'll ſoften, his figure. ſhe'll. 
| . «< faſhion. 
* The meereſt John Trot in a week you ſhall zee 
© Bien poli bien frixẽ tout 2 fait un Marquis.” 


Ss F 1% © & U Ks 
What d'ye think of my plan, is it form'd to your 

i Gout ? . 
May I hope for viſciples in any of you? 

Shall I tell 7 my thoughts, without guile, without 

art 

Though abroad I've been bred, I have Britain at heart. 

Then take this advice, which I give for her ſake, 

You'll gain nothing by any exchange you can make? 
In a country of commerce, too great the expence 

For their baubles and bows, to give your good ſenſe. 
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Spoken by Mr. FOOTE. 


F all the paſſions that poſſeſs mankind, 
The love of novelty rules moſt the mind; 
In ſearch of this from realm to realm we roam, 
Our fleets come fraught with every folly home. 
From Lybia's Deſarts hoſtile brutes advance, 7 1M 
And dancing dogs in droves ſkip here from France, 
From Latian lands gigantic forms appear, 


Striking our Britiſh breaſts with awe and fear, 
As once the Lilliputians Gulliver. 
Not only objects that affect the fight, 
In foreign arts and artiſts we delight, 
Near to that ſpot where Charles beſtrides a horſe, 
In humble proſe the place is Charing Croſs ; 
Cloſe by the margin of a kennels fide, 
A dirty diſmal Entry. opens wide, | 
There, with hoarſe voice, check'd ſhirt and callous 
Hand, Pr v 
Duf's Indian Engliſh trader takes his ſtand, 
Surveys each paſſenger with curious eyes, 
And ruſtic Roger falls an eaſy prize, 
Here's China Porcelaine that Chelſea yields, 
And India Handkerchicfs from Spittalfields, _ 
With Turkey Carpets that from Wilton came, 
And Spaniſh Tucks and Blades from Bermingham, 
Factors are forc'd to favour this deceit, | 
And Engliſh Goods are ſmuggled through the ſtreet. 
The rude to poliſh and the fair to pleaſe, | 
The Hero of to night has croſs'd the ſeas, 
Tho' to be born a Briton be his crime, 
He's manufaQur'd in another clime. | 
"Tis Buck begs leave once more to come before ye, 
The little ſubject of a former ſtory, * 
How chang'd, how faſhioned, whether brute or beau, 
We truſt the following ſcenes will fully ſhew. 
For them and him we your indulgence crave, 
Tis ours till to fin and yours to fave. 


DRA 


a Dramatis Perſonæ. 


[ Buck Mr. Foote. 

| CraB Mr. Sparks. 

| Lorp JohN Mr. White. 

. MacxuTuen Mr. Shuter. + 
Racket Mr. Cuſbin. 

| TALLYHoE Mr, Coftollo. 

erer Mr. Dun/lall. 

| | SURGEON Mr. Wigndl. 
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| LuciN DA Mrs. Bellamy. 


La Jonguil, Le Loire, Bearnois and Servants. 
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RETURNED FROM Paris. 


* 


A Res 
| Crap diſcovered reading. 


ND I des conſtitute ny very good friend, Giles 
Crab, E/q; of St. Martin's in the Fields, ex- 
ecutor 10 this my will ; and ao appoint him guardian to 
my ward Lucinda; and do ſubmit to his direction, the 
managem.nt of all my affairs, till the return of my ſon 
from his travels; whom I do intreat my ſaid executor, 
in conſi leration of our antient friendſhip, to adviſe, to 
counſel, &c, &c. | 25 
| Jon Buck, 


A good, pretty legacy | let's ſee; I find myſelf heir, 
by this generous deviſe of my very good friend, to 
ten act ions at common law, nine ſuits in Chancery, 
the conduct of a boy, bred a booby at home, and 
finiſhed a fop abroad; together with the direction of 
a marriageable, and, ' therefore, an unmanageable 
wench ; and all this to an old fellow of fixty-fix, 
who heartily hates bus'neſs, is tired of the world, and 
- deſpiſes every thing in it. Why how the devil came 

Ito merit 


Enter 


| perfection 
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Enter Servant. 
Ser. Mr. Latitat of Staple's Inn. 


Crab. So, here begin my plagues. Shew the hound 


in. | 
Enter Latitat, with a Lag, &c. 


Las. I wou'd, Mr. Crab, have attended your ſum- 
mons immediately, but I was obliged to ſign judgment 
in error at the Common Pleas; ſue out of the Exche- 
quer a writ of Quo minus, and ſurrender in Bans 
Regis the defendant, before the return of the Sci fa, 


to diſcharge the bail. 


Crab. Pry'thee, man,. none of thy uniatellible law 
jargon to me; but tell me, in the language of com- 
mon ſenſe, and thy country, what I am to do. 

Lat. Why, Mr. Crab, as you are already poſſeſs'd 
of a Probat, and letters of adminiſtration de Bonis, are 
granted, you may ſue, or be ſued; I hold it ſound 
doQrine for no executor to diſcharge debts, without a 
receipt upon record: this can be obtain'd by no means, 
but by an action. Now actions, fir, are of various 
kinds: there are ſpecial actions, actions on the caſe, or 
Aſſumpſit's ; actions of Trover, actions of Clauſum 
fregit, actions of battery, actions of 
Crab. Hey, the devil, where's the fellow running 
now ?——-But hark'ee, Latitat, why I thought all our 
law proceedings were directed to be in Engliſh, - 

Lat. True. Mr. Crab. | 

Crab. And what do you call all this ſtuff, r 

Lat. Engliſh. 

Crab. The devil you do! 

Lat. Vernacular, upon my honour; Mr. Crab. For, 
as Lord Coke deſcribes the common law, to be the 


Crab. So here's a Tt 1 deluge of Impertinence. 
A truce to thy authorities, I beg; and as ! find it 
will be impoſſible to underſtand thee without an in- 
terpreter, if you will meet me at five, at Mr. Brief's 
chambers, why, if you have any thing t to ie he will 
tranſlate it for me. 
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Lat. Mr. Brief, fir, and tranſlate, fir I- Sir, 1 
would have you to know that no practitioner in Weſt- 
minſter Hall, gives cleare = | 
= Crab. Sir, I believe it; for which reaſon I have 
referred you to a man who never goes into Weſtminſter 
= Hall. TY 

Lat. A bad proof of his practice, Mr. Crab. 

Crab, A good one of his principles, Mr. Latitat. 

Lat. Why, fir, do you think that a lawyer 

Crab. Zounds, fir, I never thought about a lawyer. 
The law is an oracular idol, you are the explanatory 
miniſters ; nor ſhou'd any of my own private con- 
cerns have made me bow to your beaſtly Baal. I 
had rather loſe a cauſe, than conteſt it. And had not 
this old, doating dunce, Sir John Buck, plagu'd me 
with the management of his money, and the care of 
his booby boy, bedlam ſhould ſooner have had me, 
than the bar. e e e 261 eh Are 

Lat. Bedlam, the bar! Since, fir, I am provok'd, 
don't know what your choice may be, or what 
your friends may chooſe for you; I wiſh I was your 
prochain Ami: but I am under ſome doubts as to 
the ſanity of the teftator, otherwiſe he could not 
have choſen for his executor, under the ſanction of the 
law, a perſon who deſpiſes the law. And the law, 
give me leave to tell you, Mr. Crab, is the bulwark, 
_ fence, the protection, the fine qua non, the non plus 
ultra —— C | 3 5 

Crab. Mercy, good fix and eight-pencſdee. 

Lat. The defence, and offence, the by which, 
and the whereby, the ſtatute common and cuſto- 
mary, or as Plowden claſſically and elegantly expreſſes 
it, m 8 | 

Mos commune vetus mores, Conſulta Senatus, 

Hic tria Jus flatuunt Terra Britanna tibi. 
Crab. Zounds, fir, among all your laws, are there 
none to protect a man in his own houſe 7 | 


* 


Lat. Sir, a man's houſe is his Caftellum, his caſtle; 
and fo tender is the law of any infringement of that 


ſacred right, that any attempt to invade it by force, 
fraud, or violence, clandeſtinely, or Vi & Armis, is 


| 
j 
{ 
J 
bi. 
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not only deem'd felonius but burglarius. Now, ſir, 


a burglary may be committed, either upon the dwell- 
ing, or the out- houſe. „ee 
Crab. O laud! O laud! 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. Your clerk, fir. The parties, he ſays, 
are all in waiting at your chambers. Dos 
Lat. I come. 1 will but juſt explain to Mr. Crab, 
the nature of a burglary, as it has been deſcrib'd by a 
late ſtatute. OV... . 
Crab. Zounds, fir, I have not the leaſt cui ioſity. 


Lat. Sir, but every gentleman ſhou'd knowẽ 


Crab. | won't know. Beſides, your clients 

Lat. O, they may ſtay. I ſha'nt take up five mi- 
nutes, Sir, —A burglary 5 

Crab. Not an inſtant. | ah 

Lat. By the common law 19 5 | 

Crab. Ill not hear a word. 

Lat. It was but a Clauſtrium fregit. 

Crab. Dear fir, be gone. | 

Lat. But by the late acts of par——— _ 

Crab. Help, you dog. Zounds, ſir, get out of my 
houſe. 1 | 1 

Serv, Your Clients, Sir | 7 
Crab. Puſh him out [the Lawyer talking all the 
while] So, ho! Hark'ee, raſcal, if you ſuffer that 
fellow to enter my doors again, I'll trip and diſcard 
you the very minute. [ Exit. Serv] This is but the 
beginning of my torments. But that J expect the 


young whelp from abroad, every inſtant, I'd fly for it 


myſelf, and quit the kingdom at once. 


Enter Servant. | 4 


Serv My young maſter's travelling tutor, fir, juſt 
Crab. Oh, then J ſuppoſe, the blockhead of a 
baronet is cloſe at his heels. Show him in. This 


dear leader, I reckon now, is either the clumſey 


curate of the knight's pariſn church, or fome need) 


the 


highlander, the outcaſt of his country, who, with 


TY bu % ” 2 _- 


; 272 at is as, 
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the pride of a German baron, the poverty of a French 
Marquis, the addreſs of a Swiſs ſoldier, and the learn- 
ing of an academy uſher, is to give our heir apparent 
politeneſs, taſte, literature; a perfect knowledge of 
the world, and of himſelf. 


Enter Macruthen. 


Mac. Maiſter Crab, I am your devoted ſervant. 

Crab. Oh, a Britiſh child, by the meſs. —Well, 
where's your charge ? 

Mac. O, the young baronet 1 is obe road. I was 
meeghty afraid he had o'rta'en me; for between Can- 
terbury and Rocheſter, I was ftopr, and robb'd by a 


high-way-man. 


* Robb'd ! What the devil cou'd he rob you 
or ? £ 

Mac. In gude troth, not a mighty booty. Buch- 
anan's hiſtory, Lauder againſt Melton, and two pound 
of high-dry'd Glaſcow. 

Crab, A good travelling equipage. Well and 
gz become of your cub? Where have you left 
im 

Mac. Main you Sir Chajles? I left him at Calais, 
with another young nobleman, returning from his 
travels. But why caw ye him cub, maiſter Crab? 
In gude troth there's a meeghty alteration. 

Crab, Yes, yes, | have a ſhrewd gueſs at bis im- 
provements. | h 

Mac. He's quite a phenomenon. 

Crab Oh, a comet, I dare ſwear. but not an un- 
uſual one, at Paris. The Faux-bourg of St. Ger- 
mains ſwarms with ſuch, to the no ſmall amuſement 


of our very good friends the French. 


Mac. Oh, the French were 2 fond of him. 

Crab. But as to the language, I ſuppoſe, he's A 
perfect maſter of that. 

Mac. He can caw for aught that he need, but he 
is na quite maiſter of the accent. | 

Crab. A moſt altoniſhing progreſs ! 

Mac. Suſpend your judgment a while. fed you'll 
find him all ye wiſh, allowing for the ſallies of ag 

nity ; 
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nility; and muſt tak the vanity to N of being, 
in a great meaſure, the author. 
Sab. Oh, if he be hut a faithful copy of the ad- 
mirable original, he muſt be a finiſh'd piece. 
Mac. You are pleaſed to compliment. 


Crab. Not à whit. Well, and what—T ſuppoſe 


you, and your what's your name—? 
Mac. Macruthen, at your ſervice. 


Crab. Macruthen! Hum! You 2nd- your pupil 


agreed very well? 
Mac. Perfectly. The young gentleman is of an 
amiable diſpoſition. 


Crab. Oh, ay: And it wou'd be wrong to ſour 
his temper. You knew your. duty better, I hope, than 


to contradict him. 
Mac. It was na for me, mailer Crab. 


Crab. ON by. no means maſter Macruthen ; all 
s was to keep him out of frays; to take 


your bus' 

care for the ſake of his health, that bis wine was 

genuine, and his miſtreſſes as they ſhould be, You 
pimp'd for. him, I. ſuppoſe ? 

Mac. Pimp for. him !. d'ye mean to affront: 
Crab. To ſuppoſe the contrary would be the affront; 
Mr. Tutor. What, man, you know the world. *Tis 
not by contradiction, but by. compliance, that men 
make their fortunes. And was it for you to thwart 
the humour of a lad upon the threſhold of ten thouſand 
pounds a year? 

Mac. Why, to be ſure, great allowances muſt be 
made, | 
Cab. No doubt, no doubt. 

Mac. I ſee maiſter. Crab, you know mankind Tou 

are Sir John Buck's. executor. 2 
Crab. True. 

Mac. I have a little thought 8 5 be uſeful to 
us both. 1 hs 
Crab. As.how ? . 
. Mac. Cou'd na we contrive: to cet 1 — 

1 baronet f 24 - 8. 
Crab. hen. F o·˙ PER! 
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Mac. Why you, by the will, have the care o'the 
Caſh ; and I caw make a ſhift'to manage the lac. 

Crab. Oh, I conceive you. And ſo between us 
both, we may contrive to eaſe him of that inhe- 
ritance which he knows not how properly to em- 
100 ; and apply it to our own uſe. You do know 

ow. N 

Mac. Ye ha hit it. 

Crab. Why what a ſuperlative raſcal art thou, 
thou inhoſpitable villain! Under the roof, and in 
the preſence, of thy benefactor's repreſentative, with 
almoſt his. ill-beſtowed bread in thy mouth, art thou 
plotting the perdition of his only child! And, from 
what part of my life, didſt thou derive a hope of my 
compliance with ſuch a helliſh ſcheme ? 

ac. Maiſter Crab, I am of a nation | 

Crab. Of known honour and integrity; I allow 
it. The kingdom you have quitted, in conſigning 
the care of its monarch, for ages, to your predeceſ- 
ſors, in preference io its proper ſubjeQs, has given 
you a brilliant panegyric, that no other people can 
parallel. | | . 

Mac. Why, to be ſure 

Crab. And one happineſs it is, that tho' national 

lory can beam a brightneſs on particulars, the crimes 
of individuals can never reflect a diſgrace upon their 
country. Thy apology but aggravates thy guilt. | 
| ac. Why, maiſter Crab, I—— = 

Crab. Guilt and confuſion cheak thy utterance. 
Avoid my fight. Vaniſh. [Exit. Mac.] .A fine fel- 
low this, to protect the perſon, inform the inexpe- 
rience, direct and moderate the deſires, of an un- 
bridled boy ! But can it be ſtrange, whilſt the parent 
negligently accepts a ſuperficial recommendation to ſo 
important a truſt, that the perſon, whoſe wants, 
perhaps, more than his abilities, make defirous of 
it, ſhou'd conſider the youth as a kind of property, 
and not ſtudy what to make him but what to make 
of him; and thus prudently lay a foundation for his 
future ſordid hopes, by a criminal compliance with 
the lad's preſent prevailing paſſions? But vice a 
Fr 1 | olly 
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folly rule the world. — Without, there. [enter Serv.] 
Raſcal, wheie d'ye run, blockhead ? Bid the girl 


come hither. —Preſh inſtances, every moment, fortify 
my abhorrence, my deteſtation of mankind. This 
turn may be term'd miſanthropy ; and imputed to 
chagrin and diſappointment. But it can only be by 
thoſe Fools, who, thro' ſoftneſs or ignorance, regard 
the faults of others, like their own, thro' the wrong 


end of the perſpective. 


Enter Lucinda. 


So, what, J ſuppoſe your ſpirits are all a- float. You 
have heard your fellow's coming ! 
Luc. If you had your uſual diſcernment, fir, you 


wou'd diſtinguiſh, in my countenance, an expre ion 


very different from that of joy. 

Crab. Oh, what, I ſuppoſe your monkey has broke 
his chain, or your parrot dy'd in moulting, 

Luc. A perſon. leſs cenforious than Mr. Crab, 
might aſſign a more generous. motive for my dif- 
treſs. 

Crab, Diſtreſs! A pretty, poetical phraſe! What 
motive canſt thou have for diſtreſs? Has not Sir 
John Buck's death aſſured thy fortune ? and art not 
thou 

Luc, By that very means, a helpleſs, unprotected 
orphan. 

Crab. Pho, pr'ythee wench, none of thy romantic 
cant to me. What, I know the ſex: the objects of 
every woman's . wiſh, are property and power. The 
firſt you have, and the ſecond you won't be long 
without ; for here's a puppy ng ou. to put on 
your chains. 

Luc. It wou'd appear affectation not to vaderfiaad 


you. And to deal freely, it was upon that ſubject 1 


wilh'd to engage you. 
Crab, Your information was needleſs; I knew it. 
Luc. Nay, but why fo ſevere? J did flatter my- 
ſelf that the very warm recommendation of your 
deceaſed friend, wou d have abated a little of that 


rigour- 
's Crab. 
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Crab. No wheedling, Lucy. Age and conteinpt 
have long ſhut theſe gates againſt flattery and diſſi- 
mulation. Vou have no ſex for me. Without preface, 
ſpeak your purpoſe. | | 1 

Luc. What then, in a word, is your advice with re- 
gard to my marrying Sir Charles Buck ? 

Crab. And do you ſeriouſly want my advice? 

Luc. Moſt ſincerely. + | Neu 

Crab. Then you are a blockhead Why, where 
cou'd you mend yourſelf? Is not he a fool, a fortune, 
and in love ?—Look'ee, girl. [Enter Servant.] Who 
ſent for you, fir? 

Serv. Sir, my young maſter's poſt-chaiſe is broke 
down, at the corner of the ſtreet, by a coal-cart. 
His cloaths are all dirt, and he ſwears like a trooper. 

Crab. Ay ! Why then carry his chaiſe to the coach- 
maker's, his coat to a ſcowerer's, and him before a 
juſtice: Pr'ythee why doſt trouble me? 1 ſuppoſe 
you wou'd not meet your gallant! | 

Luc. Do you think I thou'd? _ | 

Crab. No, retire. And if this application for my 
advice, is not a copy of your countenance, a maſk; 
if you are obedient, I may ſet you right. 

Luc. I ſhall, with pleaſure, follow your direQions. 

| | | l.. 

Crab. Yes, ſo long as they correſpond with your own 
inclination. Now we ſhall” ſee what Paris has done 
for this puppy - But here he comes; light as the cork. 


in his heels.; or the feather 1n his hat. 


Enter Buck, Lord John, La Loire, Bearnois and 
Macruthen. : 


Buck, Not a Word, mi Lor; jernie, it is not to be 
ſupported !——after being -rompu tout wif,-disjointed 
by that execrable Pave, to be tumbled into a kennel, 
by a filthy Charbonnier; a dirty retailer of ſea-coal, 
morbleu ! 3h | 

Ld. F. An accident that might have happened any 
where, Sir Charles. 


Buck, 


| 
| 

1 
| 
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Buck, And then the hideous hootings of that deteſt- 
able Canaille, that murtherous mob, with the barba- 
rous-monheur in the mud, huzza! Ah, Pais ſauvage, 
barbare, inhoſpitable! ah, ah, gueſt ce-que nous avons? 
S e eee 

Mac. That is maiſter Crab, your father's executor. 

Buck, Ha, ba. Serviteur tres humble, Monſieur. 
Eh bien! What ! is he dumb? Mac, my Lor, mort 
de ma Vie, the veritable Jack-roaſt-beef of the French 
comedy. Ha, ha, how do you do, Monſieur Jack- 
Roaſt-beef, ha, ha? eee ee Fas 

Crab. Pr'ythee take a turn or two about the room. 

Buck. A turn or two ! Volontiers. EH bien! Well, 
have you, in your life, ſeen any thing ſo, ha, ha, 
hey ! | | 
| Crab. Never. I hope you had not many ſpectators 
of your tumble. : | ; 

Buc k Peurquci? Why ſo? nes 

Crab. Becauſe I wou'd not have the public curioſity 
foreſtalled. I cant but think, in a country ſo fond of 
ſtrange fights, if you were kept up a little, you 
wou'd bring a great deal of money. th. 36 

Buck. I dont know, my dear, what my perſon 


vou'd produce in this country, but the counterpart of 


our vety groteſque figure has been extremely bene- 
ficial to Us ee of 1 whence I came. Neſtce 
pas vrai, mi Lor? Ha, ha. Peer” 02) Gore an: 
- Id. J. The reſemblance does not ſtrike me. Per- 
haps, I may ſeem ſingular ; but the particular cuſtoms 
of particular countries, I own, never appeared to me, 


as proper objects of ridicule. 


Buck. Why ſo? | 


Ia. J. Becauſe, in this caſe, it is impoſſible to 


have a rule for your judgment. The forms and 


cuſtoms which climate, conſtitution and government 


have given to one kingdom, can never be tianſplanted 
with advantage to another, founded on different prin. 
ciples. And thus, tho' the habits and manners of 


different countries may be directly oppoſite, yet, in 


my humble conception, they may be ſtrictly, becauſe 
naturally, right. - 28 
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Crab. Why there are ſome glimmerings of com- 
mon- ſenſe about this young thing. Harkee, child, 
by what accident did you ſtumble upon this block- 
head? [to Buck. ] I ſuppoſe the line of your under- 
ſtanding is too ſhort to fathom the depth of your 
companion's reaſoning. _ 

Buck. My dear [gapes.]! 


t Crab. I ſay, you can draw no concluſion from the 
h above premiſes. - RO g 5 
= Buck. Who 1? damn your premiſes, and conclu- 


ſions too. But this I conclude, from what I have 
ſeen, my dear, that the French are the firſt people in 
the univerſe ; that, in the arts of living, they do or 
ought to give laws to the whole world, and that who- 
ſoever wou'd either eat, drink, dreſs, dance, fight, 
ſing, or even ſneeze, avec Elegance, muſt go to Paris, 
to learn it. This is my creed. | 

Crab. And theſe precious principles you are come 
here to propagate ? EROS 1 

Buck, C'eſt vrai, Monſieur Crab: and with the 
aid of theſe brother miſſionaries, I have no doubt 
of making a great many proſelytes. And now for 


on a detail of their qualities. Bearnois, avances, This 
of is an officer of my houſehold, unknown to this coun- 
ne- try. | 5 . On N.. 
ce Crab. And what may he be ?—Ill humour the 


puppy. ' | 1 
| Buck. This is my Swiſs porter. Tenes vous droit, 
Bearnois. There's a fierce figure, to guard the gate of 
an Hotel. | | | 

Crab, What do you ſuppoſe that we have no por- 
ten? | | 


to Buck. Yes, you have dunces that open doors; a 

and drudgery that this fellow does by ' deputy. - But for 

gent {MW 'otrepidity in denying a diſagreeable viſitor ; for polite- 

\ted I neſs in introducing a miſtreſs, acuteneſs in diſcerning, 

in- Hand conſtancy in excluding a dun, a greater genius never 

of came from the Cantons. 

in Crab. Aſtoniſhing qualities! | | 
92 10 Buck. Retires, Bearnois. But here's a Bijou, here's 


Vor. I. , a 2 jewel 


inju 
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a jewel indeed! Venes ici, non cher La Loire, Com: 
ment lrpuves vous ce Pari is ici? 

La L. Tres bien. 8 

Bucl. Very well. Civil crthrure | This, Moder 
Crab, is my+cook La Loire, and for Hors 4 Oeuvres, 
Entre Rotis, Ragouts, Entremets, and the diſpoſition of 
a deſſert, Paris never ſaw his parallel. 

Crab. His wages, I ſuppoſe, are proportioned to his 
merit; 

Buck. A bagatelle, a trifle. Abroad but a bare 
two hundred. Upon his cheerful compliance, in com- 
ing hither! into exile with me, I have, indeed, doubled 
his ſtipend. 

Crab. You could do no leſs. 

Buck, And now, fir, to compleat my equipage, re- 
gardix Monfieur La Jonguil, my firſt Valet de Chambre, 
excellent in every thing: but pour PAccommodage, for 
decorating the head, inimitable. ' In one word, La 

Jonguil ſhall, for fifty to five, knot, twiſt, tye, - frieze, 
cut, curl, or comb with any Gargon Perruguier, from 
the Land's End, to the Orkneys. | 
Crab. Why, what an infinite fund of public ſpirit 
muſt you have, to drain your purſe, mortify your in- 
clination, and expoſe your perſon, for the meer im- 
provement of your country-men ? 

Buck. Oh, I am a very Roman for that. But at 
preſent, I had another reaſon. for returning. Hh 

Crab. Ay, what can that be? 

Buck. Why, I find there is a likelihood of PER Kite 
fracas, between us. But, upon my ſoul, we muſt be 
very brutal to quarrel with the dear, agreeable crea- 
tures, for a trifle. | 

Crab. They have your affections then? 

'Buck, De tout mon cœur. From the infinite civility 
ſhewn to us, in France, and their friendly profeſſions 
in. favour of our country, they can never intend us an 


ry. 

Crab. Oh, you have bit their humour to a bair- 
But I can have no longer - patience with the puppy. 
Civility and friendfhip, -you' booby ! Yes, their civ ility 


at Paris, has not left you a 3 in pour _ nor 
wou d 
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wou'd their friendſhip to one ia: leave i it a foot of 
land in the univerſe. +. «+ 

Buct. Lord John, this is a range. old follow, Toke 
my word for it, my dear, you miſtake this thing egre- 
giouſſy. But all you Engliſh are conſtitutionally ſullen. 
— November-fogs, with ſalt boibd beef, are moſt curſ- 
ed recipes for good - humour, or a quick apprehenſion. 
Paris is the place. Tis there men laugh, love and 
live? Vive-P Amour ! San, Amour, & ſans ſes Defirs, 
un Cœur e bitn\moins/beureux qu'il ne penſo. 

Crab. Now wou'd not any ſoul ſuppoſe that this 
yelping hound had a real reliſh for the country he has 
quitted ? 

Buck, A mighty unnatural ſuppoſition, truly 

Crab. Foppery and affectation all! 

Buck. And you really think Paris a kind of purge” 
tory, ha, my dear 7 

Crab. To thee the wog ſolitary ſpot upon earth, my 
dear. Familiar puppy! 

-. Biicks Whimſical enough. But come, pour paſſer le 
Tems, let us, old Diogenes, enter into a little debate. 
Mi Lor, and you, Macruthen, determine the diſpute 
between that ſource of delighis, ce paradis de Plaifir, 
ws. this cave of nee this py of ſeurey and the 
pleen 0 891.0 

Mac. Let us 5 935 vel mp lord. Maiſter 
Crab has met with his match. 

Buck. And: firſt for the rest bats: of life, the 
pleaſure of the table; ah, guelle Difference] The eaſe, 
the wit, the wine, the badinage, the: perciflage, the-double 
entendre, the » chanſons d boire. Oh, what delicious mo- 
ments have I paſs d eber Madame la ner de Bar- 
boultac a ©” 

Crab. Four miftrels, 1 fu pole... antics | 

Buck. Who I! Ei done! ow is it poſlible for a wo- 


mam of her mak, e a penchant for me? Ney, 


Mae! 133} Ti: , q Art 


Mac. Sir Charles i is too 1 a man 1 b ta 
blab. But, to ſay truth, the. hole e of Tags 


| thou ght as much. 


. A precious fellow this! Bon 
D 2 Buck. 
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| Buck, Taiſez wous,, Mac. But we loſe the point in 
view. Now, Monſieur Crab, let me conduct you to 
what you call an entertainment. And firſt; the me- 


lancholy miſtreſs is fixed in her chair, where, by the 


by, The is condemm'd to do more drudgery than a 
dray-horſe. Next proceeds the maſter, to marſhal the 
gueſts, in which as much caution is neceſſary, as at 
a coronation, with, My lady, fit here, and, Sir 
Thomas, fit there,” till the length of the ceremony, 
with the length of the grace, have deſtroy'd all ap- 
prehenſions of the meat's burning your Mouths. 

Mac. Bravo, bravo Did I na' ſay Sir Charles was 
a phenomenon? 5 „ O42 
Crab. Peace, puppy! 


Buck. Then in ſolemn ſilence, they proceed to de- 


moliſſi the ſubſtantials, with, perhaps, an occaſional 
interruption, of, Here's to you, Friends.” :** Hob 
or nob. ** Your love and mine.“ Pork ſucceeds to beef, 
Pies to puddings : the cloth is removid: madam, 
.drench'd with a bumper, drops a courtſey, and de- 
parts; leaving the jovial hoſt, with his ſprightly com- 
panions, to tobacco, port, and politics. Volid un Re- 
pas à la Mode d. Angleterre, Monſieur Crax 
Crab. It is a thouſand pities that your father is n 
a living witneſs of theſe prodigious improvements. 
Zucl. Coe vrai. But à propos, he is dead, as you 
ſay, and you are Feel THAT | nem 4601 an 
Crab. Againſt my inclination, his executor. 
Buck, Peut tire; Well; and 0 099 
Crab. Oh, my truſt will ſoon determine. One arti - 
cle, indeed, I am ſtrictly enjoin'd to ſee perform 'd 3 
your marriage with your old acquaintance Lucinda. 
Buck. Ha, ha, la petite Lucinde! & comment 
Crab. Pr'ythee, peace, and bear me. She is be- 
queath'd conditionally, that if you refuſe. to marry 
her, twenty thouſand pounds; and if ſhe rejeQs you, 
which I ſuppoſe the will have the wilgom to do, only 


* 5 
„ 


| E. ö F | , ; N 1 i n ECB 14 we AST 
| Buck, Reject me Very probable, hey, Mac! But 
cou'd not we have an entrevue ? eee 0 we 


tence 
Mac, 
atten 
dreſs; 
Fonta 
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Crab. Who's there? Let, Lucinda know we expeet 


' her. Io inn 1 Dein 916 gle np-! 
a Mac. Had na ye better, Sir Charles, equip yobr⸗ 
1 fell in a more ſuitable garb) bee a 2 77 viſit to e 
miſtteſs 2”: Aon boi 8 HM) 
: Crab. Oh; ſuch a figure and addreſs can derive no 
4 advantage from dreſs. 
Buck: Serwiteur,, But, Wet Mac's hint may 
0 not be ſo mals: proper, Allons,'; Jonguil, je men vais 
X whabiller, Mi Lors hall treſpais upon your pa- 
5 tience? My toilette is but a work of ten minutes. 
Mac, Uiſpdfe of my domeſtics u Jear aiſe, and then 
: attend me! with my, port-feuille, and read, while | 
dreſs, thoſe remarks I made in my laſt voyage from. 
Fontainebleau to Compeigne. | Serwiteur, reep 
4 Car le bon Vin: 
l 4121; 5 oe 10 y 12: Dl Matin, 3241 348 £0 \ WA. 
D 131129 v4 irw orm du Lolneaiei ov u i 3 398 
. Vaut = mieux +a olg 
9 
+ De ole el brake | [Exit. 
of Crab. This is the moſt Tonfurtimate coxcomb ! I told 
£ the fool of a father, what a puppy Paris wou'd/ pro- 
5 duce bim; but travel: is hs word, and the  conſe- 
0 quence, an importation of. every: foreign folly :* And 
9 thus the plain perſons and principles of old England, 
A are ſo eonfounded and jumbled with the | excrementi- 
tious growth of every climate, that we have loſt all 
5 our ancient” characte Ric, and are become a bundle of 
i. contradictions; Ly Pieve of parch-vork a mere harle- 
be quin's coat. | 
Ld. F. Do you ſuppoſe then, fir, that no good may 
- nk. why bee, what h ; 
hy, pr whit ave you: ga n'd? 
5 Ld. F. I Gt be ſorry my acquiſitions were to 


"4 determine the debate. But do yo think, fir, the 

: ſhaking-off ſome natwe qualities, and the being made 
more ſenſible; from compariſon of certain, pational 
ut and conſtitutional advantages, ade rn the 
5 attention? n i 1185 e een 


: Mo g ö f * 
93 f 13” Ex 3 1 * 1 wy 
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Crab. You ſhew the favourable fide; young \man : 
but how frequently are ſubſlituted for national pre- 
poſſeſſions,” always'harmleſs, and often: happy, guilty 
and | unnatural! prejudices |-—-unnatural For the 
wretch who is weak and wicked enough to deſpiſe 
his country, ſins againſt the moſt laudable law of na- 
ture ; he is a traitor to the community, where Provi- 
dence has placed him; and ſhou'd be deny'd. thoſe ſo- 
cial benefits he has render'd himſelf unworthy to par- 


take. But 1 0 jectutes are 2 N for 
your time of life. 8 aug ef 3 

Ld. J. I differ evi you here, Mr: Crab. Prinz 
ples that call for perpetual practice cannot be too 
ſoon receiv' d. I fincerely thank you, ſir, for this com- 
munication, and ſhou'd be. happy to have always near 
me ſo moral a monitor 

Crab, You are indeed to France for her flattery. 
But J leave you with win en N will be better 
employ'd. "+! Sa" LAW 8 WAY”; 


x | Enter Lye cinda;,., 50 


: 1c. This young man waits here, till ygur puppy 
is powder'd. . 'You may aſk. him after your French 
acquaintance. | know nothiog of bim; but he does 

_ Kenda 1 dener, great. a. ook as your fellow, 
1 40901 DMs 2001194 41719 [Fit 
5 sfid, fn ; you have bad hut a.djſagreenble 
he a tete. d aH: Lorem v 5 1 
ILA. J. Juſt the contrary s Madam, B 7.g00d. ſenſe, 
ting'd with ſingularity, we. are, en 5 well, as 
improved. For a lady indeed, Mr. Crab's manners are 
rather too rough. 48 bart NN off X ht 
Luc. Not a jot; Lam lege to em, I know 


his integrity, and can nęvet b \ Sd, SL his ſin- 
cerity. r 10; upon in wot 5 bo 1X 100 

e 7. This declaration ig a Male particulaz, from 
a lady who mutt have received hex frfft impreſſions; in 2 
place remarkable for is deliegey tothe Fay Tax: But 
good- ſenſe can conquer even eaily hahits. 
Luc. This compliment I can lay no claim to. The 
former part of my life procured me but very oe 
indul- 
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indulgence. 'The pittance of knowledge I poſſeſs, 
was taught me by a very ſevere miſtreſs, adverſity. 
But you, fir, are too well acquainted with Sir Charles 


Buck, not to have known my ſituation. 


Ld. J. I have heard your ſtory, madam, before 1 
had the honour of ſeeing. you, It was affecting: 
you'll pardon the declaration; it now becomes in- 
tereſting. However, it is impoſſible I ſhou'd not con- 
gratulate you on the near approach of the happy 
e eo oo es gf 
Luc. Events that depend upon the will of another, . 
a thouſand unforeſeen accidents may interrupt. 
1d. J. Cou'd I'hope, Madam; your preſent criti- 
cal condition wou'd acquit me of temerity, I ſfiqu- 
take the liberty to preſume, if the ſuit of Sir Charles 
be rejected HA CC 


„ . aria er, 
Crab. So, youngſter! What, | lende you are 
already practiſing one of your foreign leſſons Peryert- 
ing the affections of a friend's miſtreſs, or debauching 
his wife, are meer peccadilloes, in modern morality. 
But, at preſent, you are my care That way con- 
duQs you to your fellow-traveller. [Exit Ld. J. JI I 
wou' d ſpeak with you in the library. 
V»Gf 1. wink: [ Exit. 
Luc. I ſhall attend you, Sir. Never was ſo,unhap- 
py an interruption. . What cou'd my lord mean? But 
be it what it will, it ought not,, it cannot concern; me, 
Gratitude and duty demand my compliance with the 


dying wiſh of my benefaQor, my friend, my fi ther. 
But am I then to facrifice all my future peace? But 
reaſon not, raſh girl; obedience is thy province. 
Tho? hard the taſk, be it my part to prove 
That ſometimes duty can give laws to love. 


7 "M 
. 0 Fi 5 
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Buck at his toilet, attended by three walets de chambres 
: and Macruthen. | 


Mac. 


W aw his plain dealing, I doubt 
whether maiſter Crab is ſo honeſt a man. 

Buck, Prythee, Mac, name not the monſter. If I 
may be permitted a quotation from one of their paltry 
poets, enn I 7? 7 | 5 ; 
Who is knight of the ſhire repreſents 'em all.” 
Did ever mortal ſee ſuch mirroirs, ſuch looking-glaſs 
as they have here too ?- One might as well addreſs 
| Norten for information, to a bucket of * La 

onguil, met teꝶ vous le rouge, aſſes, He bien, Mac, mi- 
Ferable | Ley! "pn rk Hara 


» 7:43 


© Mac. It's reſy becoming. e area, > 
Buck. Ay, it will do for this place 3 I really could 
have forgiyen my father's living a year or two longer, 
rather than be compell'd to return to this. 
Enter Lord John. 


My dear Lord, je demande mille pardons, but the ter- 
rible fracas in my chaiſe had ſo gateed and diſordered 


- 


my hair, that it required an age'to adjuſt it. 
Ld. J. No apology, Sir Charles, I have been en- 
e 12052 0 he mW gt 
Buck, Who have you had, my dear lord, to enter- 
tain you ? Tc ; SIR ee, ig e ON 7 | 
Ld. F. The very individual lady that's ſoon to make 
you « lappy bulbind.* 7 = ond HIS TH 
Buck, A happy who? Huſband! What two very 
oppoſite ideas have you confounded enſemble ? In my 
conſcience, I believe there's contagion in the clime, 
and my Lor is infected. But pray, my dear Lor, by 
what accident have you diſcovered, that | was upon 
the point of becoming that happy—Oh, un mari / 
diabh ? ; x, 8 
Ld. J. 


. * 
- » 
7 


tions, 


—yB — WW 
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Ld. J. The lady's beauty and merit, your inclina- 
tions, and 3 is ur eG made me conjec- 
ture that. [929 

Buck, And can't you ſuppoſe that the lady's beauty 
may bel poſſeſs d, her merit rewarded, and my inelina · 
tions gratify'd, without an abſolute enn to n 
fatherly in junctions? i 2 

Ld. J. It does not occur to me. 2 | 

Buck, No, I believe not, my Lor. Thoſe kind df 
talents are not given to every body. Donnez moi mon 
Mancbon. And now you ſhall ſee me _—_ _ indy. 


OT Enter Servant. . 5 


e Young banks Packer, and Sir Toby Ta- 
lyhoe, who call ene polls hanour's old nen- 
ances. 3 

Buck. Oh the ab By n abeident could. 
they diſcover my arrival ? My. dear, dear en 
me to eſcape this embarras. 

Racket and Tallyhoe avithout.. 

Hoic a boy,” hoicza boys .! ; | 

Buck. Let me die if I do not believer 1 Hottentows 
have brought a whole hundred of hounds with them. 
But they ſay, forms a fools at a A PI re- 
ceive em en cerẽ monie. E M4 


Enter Racket and. Tallyboe. 


Tally, Hey boy, hoies my little Buck. 
Buck. + nene 4 r r e tres . wy 
oitdarac ig: words nghitgd (+3; 
'Tally, Hey. 
Buck.. 5 ee” je . fab . de wous dein. 
Rack. Anon what ! 
Back. Ne m entendes -. Don't you know French? 
Rack. Know French I No, nor you neither, I think.. 
dir i ini 2 believe the papiſhes ba bewitch'd 
(Om ren! L009 oY 1443 - 
— and transform'd: him too. Let; 
me wht Racket; if T don't think he's like one 
of the folks we u 90 to read of at ſchool, i in Ovyid's 
Metamorphis 3. that: * have turned him into a. Reck. 
5 ac 
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Rack. A beaſt! No, a bird, you fool. Lookee, do f. 
Sir Toby, by the Lord Harry, here are his wings. 


kick 

Tally, Hey! ecod and fo they are, ha, ha. I want 
reckon, Racket, he came over with the. woodcocks: at tl 
Buck. Lala des wviritables Anglois. The ruſt ic rude L. 
ruffians! Ado Stu! es na 1. 2104. bus A #51 7. 
Rack. Let us ſee what the devilihe has put upon thinj 
4 2 Sir U . 41.67 zune to 299Þ 11 * a boi 
FT E 5 * N 

= 56. dear rien hw your e Fn. dem. 
Tally. Nay, fore George, we will have a ſcrutiny, 7. 

| Rack. Ay, ay, a ſcrytiny. one ! 
Buck. En grace, la Tonguil, m my 10, g me from L. 
theſe py rate. 8. N 9 
Lud. J. A lirtlecompaſſion. Þbeg, gentlemed, Cone, 01 
fider, Sir Charles is upon a viſit to his bride. E330. 1 will 
Tally, Bride! Zounds, he's fitter for a bead. bon, well 
Racket, hocks the heels bein 
Rack, I have 'em, knight. Foregad hk is the very i 
reverſe of a Bantam cock: His comb's on his feet, and ſplit 
his feathers on his head. Who have we got here! don” 
Whas are theſe thee fellows 3 prod We 75 N ever 
d Hi e Eu gend 2 Com 
Fer Crab. / . Fey in) ads $17 *. 

Crab. And i is * one of your newly acquired ac 0 
compliſhments, letting your miſtreſs languiſh for a— ſcion 
but you have company, I ſee. © firſt 
Buck. O, yes, 1 have been inexpreſſibly happy. ture: 
Theſe gemlemen are kind enough to treat me, upon fruit 
my arrival, with what, I believe, they call in this clim 
country, a Rout. —My dear Lor, if you don't favour > 
my flight. But ſee 5 the toads * nag my | 
toilet! | Shed L 
IX. J. Now's your dime, ſteal off 5 ru cover your me, 
retreat. Hou 
- Buck, Mac, let 1 Jonquil follow: to dae my Not 
Cheveux.—fe vous remercie mille, mille fis, u cher but. 
my Lor. ' Aud bentotenat) hes ant: as nn of a 
' Rach. Hola, Sir Toby; ſtole ple, dle 5: they 


Butt. O, n Di jo: b o alu 99 _ 


* Poh, rot n let bim alone. Hell ner 
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do for our purpoſe. You muſt know we intended to 
kick up a riot to-night, at the play-houſe, and we 
wanted him of the party; but that fop would ſwoon 
at the ſight of a cudgel. La 

Ld. J. Pray, fir, what is your cauſe of contention ? 


Tally. Cauſe of contention, hey? faith, I know no- 
thing of the matter. Racket, what is it we are angry 


about? 


| Rack, Angry about? Why, you know we are to 


demoliſh the dancers. 


one ? ; 
Ld. J. I beg to be excuſed. | 
Rack. May hap you are a friend to the French? 


Id. F. Not I, indeed, ſir. But, if the occaſion- 
will permit me a pun, tho“ I am, far from being a 
well-wiſher to their arms, J have no objection to the 


being entertained by their legs. 


Tally. True, true, I had forgot. Will you make . 


* 


Tally. Ay! Why then if you'll come to-night, you'll | 
ſplit” your ſides with laughing; for Tl be rot if we 


don't make them caper higher, and run faſter, than 


ww 


ever they have done fince the battle of Blenheim. 
Come along, Racket.. ; _ 8 


Ld. J. Was there ever ſuch a contraſt ? 


Crab. Not ſo remote as you imagine; they ard 


ſcions from the ſame ſtock, ſet in different ſoils. The 
firſt ſhrub, you ſee, flowers moſt prodigally, but ma- 


tures nothing; the laſt ſlip, tho? ſtunted, bears a little 


fruit; crabbed, tis true, but ſtill the growth of the 
clime. Come, -yau'lt follow your friend. [ Eæeunt. 


8 . T 
Lt 8 L 4.4 


Enter Lucinda, with. a Servant. F 


Lac. When Mr. Crab, or Sir Charles, | enquire for 


me, you will conduct them hither. © [ Exit. Serv. 


How I long for an end to this important interview! 
Not that I have any great expectations ſrom the iſſue 
but ſtill, in my circumſtances, a ſtate of ſuſpenſe is, 
moſt diſagreeable. But buſh, 


of all ſituations, the 
they come. 


3 
144 
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© Enter Sir Charles, Macruthen, Ld. John, and Crab. I 
Buek. Mac, announce me. 2 
Mac. Madam, Sir Charles Buck craves the honour L 

of- kiſſing 2 245 F | : 
uck. Tres bu erviteur, Et comment ſa porte 
| Mademoiſelle, I am raviſh'd to ſee thee, ma ſte 2 
tite Lucinde.— Eb bien, ma reine! Why, you look di- thit 
vinely, child. But, mon enfant, they have dreſs'd you thel 
moſt diabolically. Why, what a Coiffeuſe muſt you l 
have, and, ob, mon Dieu, a total abſence of rouge. but, 
But, perhaps, you are out. I had a cargo from TY 
Deffreny the day of my departure ; ſhall I have the 0 
honour to ſupply you? ores 
Luc. You are obliging, fir, but 1 confeſs myſelf a Orp 
convert to the chaſte cuſtoms of this country, and, the 
with a commercial people, you know, Sir Charles. all 
artifice . 
Buck, Artifice | You miſtake the point, ma chere. 5p. 
A proper proportion of red, is an indiſpenſable part of the” 
your dreſs ; and, in my private opinion, a woman me 
might as well appear, in public, Without er, or : 
a petticoat. f 
Crab. And, in my private opinion, a woman who 2 
puts on the firſt, would make very little difficulty in be & 
pulling off the laſt. whe”; 
Buck, Oh, Monſieur Crab's judgment muſt be de- 4 
cifiye in, dreſs. Well, and what amuſements, what 4 
ſpeRacles, what parties, what contrivances, to con- L, 
quer Father Time, that foe to the fair? I fancy one top 
muſt ennuier confiderablement i in your London here. hw + 
Luc. Oh, we are in no diſtreſs for diverſions. We * 
l wha 
alien, 1 ſuppoſe, itoiable, e aſſom- 
ant ! Oh, there is no vie, pig their &, br a hi. ſelf 
Ab, mon Dieu A, Chaſſe brillant Sal, T's 5 ＋ 
Brillant Soleil, | 0 
| . 2-1-0 Jamais gee ee? ied, He 3 Bi 
There's muſic and melody. | WI Gs Gra 
| Luc. What a fop! A Fea Ob, 


Bucl. But proceed, ma princeſs 


expreſſion, no people upon earth 
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Luc. Oh, then we have plays. 

Buck. That | ceny, child. 

Luc. No plays ! 

Buck, No. 

Luc, The affeitlon i is a little whimſical. 

Buck. Ay, that may be; you have here dramatic 
things, farcical in their . and ridiculous in 
their repreſentation. 

Luc. Sir, I own myſelf unequal to the controverſy ; ; 
but, ſurely, Shakeſpear—My lord, this lubjec calls 
upon you for its defence. 

Crab. 1 know from what fountain this fool has 
drawn his remarks; the author of the Chineſe 
Orphan, in the preface to which Mr. Voltaire calls 
the principal works of Shakeſpear monſtrous farces. 

Ld. J. Mr. Crab is right, madam. Mr. Voltaire 


has ſtigmatized with a very unjuſt and a very invidious 


appellation the principal works of that great maſter of 
the paſſions ; and his apparent motive renders him the 
more inexcuſable. 

Luc, What could it be, my lord ? . ; 
Ld. 7. The preventing his countrymen fide be- 
coming acquainted with our author; that he might 
be at liberty. to pilfer from . with he re ſe- 

curity. | 
Luc. Ungenerous, indeed ! 
Buck. Palpable defamation. 
Luc. And as to the exhibition, I have been taught 

to believe, that for a natural, pathetic, and a ſpirited 


22 


Buck. You are impos'd upon, child; the Lequeſne, 
the Lanoue, the Grandval, the. Dumenil, the Gauſſen, 
what dignity, what action! But a propos, I have my- 
ſelf wrote a tragedy in French. 

Luc. Indeed! _ 

Buck. En werite, upon Voltaire s PE | 

Gab. That muſt be a precious piece of work ps 

| Buck, Ii is now in repetition at the French comedy. 
Grandval and La Gauſſen perform the principal parts. 
Ob, what an Eclat! What a dart will it ore in te 
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parterre, when the. king of Anamaboe refuſes the 
perſon of the princeſs of Cochineal ! 
Luc. Do you remember the paſſage ?- | 
Buck. Entire: and I believe I can engt it in their 
manner. | Tp 
Luc. That will be delightful. Agr ov Sol 
Buck, And fult the king. 5 7 


Ma chere princeſſe, je vous aime, ce ura; 

De ma femme vous portem les charmants attraits. 
Mais ce weſt pas honncte pour un homme, tel que moi, 
De tromper ma femme, ou. de yempre ma 1 


Tuc. Inimitable! | 
| Buck, Now the princeſs ; the is, a8 * may ſup- 
poſe, in extreme diftrefs. . 
Luc. No doubt. 
| Buck, Mon grand roy. mon Ig adorable, 
ex pitie de moi; je ſuis inconſolable;0 
N he turns his back upon her, at which, ſhe in a 
ur /, 
Soon, in ingrat, affreux, horrible; funeſte,. 
Ob, que je vous aime, ah que je vous e 
[Then he 1 | 
- Penſez vous, madame, is la l, | 
Vitre haine, votre amour, Jont les m{mes hoes d moi. 


Luc. Bravo ! < 

Ld. J. Bravo, bravo! | 

Buck. Ay, there's paſſion and panty, and reaſon 
and rhime. Oh, how I deteſt blood, and blank verſe! 
There is ſomething ſo ſoft, fo mufical, and ſo natural 
in the rich rhimes of the theatre Francois ! - 7 

Id. J. 1 did not know Sir Charles was. o totally 
devoted to the Belles Lettres. | 

Buck. Oh, entirely. Tis the ton, the taſte, I am 
every night at the Caffe * Procope, and had not I had 
the misfortune to be born in this curſt country, I make 
no doubt but you would have ſeen 22 name among 

the foremoſt of the French eiemy. FA 


. A coffee-houſe, oppoſite ie French Comedy, » . the 
wits aſſemble every evening PER 
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Crab. 1 ſhould think you might eaſily get over that 
difficulty, if you will be but ſo obliging, as publicly 
to renounce us. I dare engage not one of your coun- 
trymen ſhall contradict, or claim you. 

"Buck. No i lmpoſſible. From. the barbarity of 


my education, I muſt ever be taken for un Anglois, 
Crab. Never. N 


Buck. En Verite ?. 
Crab. En Verite. 

Buck, You flatter me. 

Crab. But common juſtice. | 

Mac. Nay, maiſter Crab is in the reeght, for I have 
often heard the French themſelves ſay, Is it poſſible 
that gentleman can be Britiſh ? ;, 

Buck. Obliging creatures! And you all concur wich 
them, i; 9 | 
Crab. Eatirely, 

Luc. Entirely. 

Ld. J. Entirely. 

Buck, How happy you make me 1 

Crab. Egregious puppy ! But we loſe time. A 
truce to this trumpery. Lou have: read. your bert 
will 1 13741 w 

Buck. No; I read no Engliſh. , "When. Mac. has 
turn' d it into French, I may run over the items. 1 

Crab. I have told you the part that concerns the 
girl. And as your declaration upon it will diſcharge 
me, I leave you to what vou wal call an ae 
ment: Come, my lord - HOW 

Buck, Nay, but monſieur — my Lor, Mac. 3 

Crab. Along with us. Eæcunt. 

Buel. A comfortable ſcrape 1 am in 1 What the 
deuce am I to do, in the language of the place? 1 
am to make love, I ſuppoſe. A pretty employment! 
Luc. I fancy my hero is a little der with his part, 
But, now for it. 1 

Buck. A queer creature, that Crab, ma e. But, 
2 propos, How d'ye like my. Jord 

Luc. He ſeems to have good ſenſe. and good. brecd- 
in . 
yay Pas trop. But don't. you think he has fome- 
_ of a foreign kind of air about bim? Luc. 
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Tue. Foreign 1 OTTER 
_ Buck. Ay, ſomething fo Engliſh i in his manner. 

Luc. Foreign and Engliſh ! I don't comprehend you. 

Buck. Why that is, he has not the eaſe, the Je ne 
ſeay quoi, the bon in a word, he does hot reſeinble 
me now... | 

Luc. Not i in the leaſt. 

Buck. Ah, I thought ſo. He is to be pied. poor 
devil, he can't help it, But, entre nous, ma chere, the 
fellow has a fortune. EN 

Luc. How does that concern me, Sir Charles? 

Buck. Why, Je penſe, na Reine, de your eyes 
have done execution there: 

Luc. My eyes execution! e | . 

Buck, Ay; child, is there ay "__ enten 
in that? Ma foi, I thought by the vivacity of his 
praiſe, that he had Oy ſummon'd the garriſon to 
ſurrender. 

Luc. To carry on the alluſion, I belleve my lord is 
too good a commander, to commence a fruitleſs hege. 
He could not but know the condition of the town: 

- Buck: Condition ! | Explain, ma chere. 

Luc, I was in hopes your interview with Mr. Crab 
had made that unneceſſary; ** 

Buck. Oh, ay, I do recolle@ ſomething _ a ridicu= 
lous article about marriage, in a will. But what a 
plot againſt the peace of two poor people! Well, 
the malice of ſome men is amazing! Not contented 
with doing all the miſchief they can in their life, they 
are for intailing their malevolence like their ſtates to 


! 


lateſt poſterity, 1 IN 2 


Luc. Your contempt of me, Sit" Chailes, 1 ebe“ as 
a compliment. But the infinite obligations I owe to 
the man, who had the misfortune to call you fon, - 
compel me to inſiſt, that in my preſence, at leaſt, no 
indignity be offered to his memory. 

Buck. Hey day! What, in hefbies, n kn! Bs. 

Luc. Ungrateful, unßilial wietch! ſo ſoon to trample + 
on his aſhes, whoſe fond Heart; the greateſt bad of 
his laſt hour were his fears for thy future welfare 
Buck. Ma Je; , elle of Jolle, 5 is 2 * dove 


N 
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Luc. But I am to blame. Can he who breaks thro” 
one ſacred relation regard another? Can the monſter 
who is corrupt enough to contemn the place of his 
birth, reverence thoſe who gave him being ?—Impoſ- 
ſible. | 

Buck. Ah, a pretty monologue, a fine ſoliloquy this, 
child. | | 

Luc. Contemptible ! But T am cool. | 

Buck, I am mighty glad of it. Now we ſhall un- 
derſtand one another, I hope. | 

Luc. We do underſtand one andiher.” You have | 
already been kind enough to refuſe me- Nothing is 
wanting but a formal rejection under your hand, and 
ſo concludes our acquaintance. e 

Buck, Vous alles trop vite, you are too quick, ma 
Cbere. If I recollect, the conſequence of this rejecti- 
on is my paying you twenty thouſand pounds: 

Luc. True. 

f Buck. Now that bave not 1 the leaſt inclination to 
o. 

Bee, No, fir? Why: you own that warts 

Buck. Is my aveiſion. I'll give you that under my 
hand, if you pleaſe ; but 1 have a prodigious love for 
the Louis 

Luc. Oh, we'll ſon ſettle that diſpute ; the "REL 

Buck. But, hold, ma Reine. I don't find that my pro- 
vident father has preciſely determined'the' time of this 
comfortable conjunction. So, apo 1 am m condemned, the 
day of execution is not fixed. 5 . | 

Lic. Sir! FFF nt tie 1 

Buck, I fag, my ſoul, there goes no more to yout 
dying a maid, than my living a batchelor. 

Luc, O, be, I ſhall find a a bel, | 

Buck. But now  fuppole, ma del 1 have found one 
to your hand? 

Luc. As how ry Name "oy % £968 2 
Buck, I'll name two. And firſt, wk „ mr tho! 
I have an irreſiſtible antipathy to the conjugal knot, 
yet Jam by no means blind to your perſonal charms ; 
in a the Poſſeffion of which, if tak Pleaſe to place me, 

4 not 
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not. only the aforeſaid twenty thouſand pounds, but 
the whole Terre of your devoted ſhall fall at your 
Luc. Grant me patience. _ , 

Buck. Indeed you. want it, my dear. But if you 
flounce, I fly. 

Luc. Quick, Sir, your 8 For this iv—— - 

Buck I grant, not quite ſo faſhionable as my other. 
It is then, in a word, that you would let this lubberly 
lord wake you a lady. and appoint me his aſſiſlant, his 
private friend, his Ci/bei. And as we are to be joint 
partakers of your perſon, let us be, equal tharers | in 
your fortune, ma belle. 

Luc. Thou mean, abjec. mercenary. thing! "Thy 
. miftreſs,) Gracious heaven! Univerſal empire ſhou'd 
not bribe me to- be thy. bride. And what apology, 
what excuſe cou'd a woman of the leaſt ſenſe or. ſpirit 
make, for ſo unnatural a connection *. N 

Buck. Fort-bien |! | ; 
+ box. Where are thy attractions 8 Canft thou be 
weak enough to fapoole thy frippery. dreſs, thy affec- 


tation, thy. grimace, could erh 8 the. bor= 


ek of a brothel > 

» Buck: Tres bien l. . 

Luc. And what are thy improvements 7 Thy air is 
a copy from thy barber: For thy dreſs, thou art in- 
de bted to thy taylor. Theu haſt. loſt thy native. lan- 
Surge, and brought home none in rebate for it. 

Bucl. Extreme mont bien 

Luc. Had not thy vanity ſo * expoſed thy vil. 
liny, F might, in reverence to that name, to which 
thou art. a; diſgrace, have kan a- wretched chance 
with thee for life. 

Buck... I am obliged to you 1 that: And a prett 
' Pacific, partner I ſhou'd have bad. Why, 8 
child, you have been, to be ſure, very eloquent, and 
upon the whole, not unentertaining; tho) by the by, 
vou have forgot, i in your.catalogue, one of my foreign 
ee Cefi-a-dire, that I. can, with a moſt 1n- 
trepid Sang froid, without a ſingle emotion, ſupport 
all this "wo of female fury. But, adieu, ma Belle. 


And when a cool hour of reflection has made you ſen · 


ſible 


fible « 


admit 
jþ I 

Lu 
to m 
Crab 
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fible of the propriety oy my propoſals, I ſhall expect 


the honour of a card. 
io Be gone for ary) Fs 
Pack, Pour Jamats ), Foregad, the would make an 
Abe aQrice. If 1 once get her to Paris, ſhe 
ik =I play à part in my piece. Exit. 
Luc. J am aſham'd, this thing has had the power 


to move me thus. Who waits there ? * My. 
May 5 


. Bk ue Lord 1 Jobe 11 Crab! 1 195 


n have been unwillingly, TRE filent 
witneſſes to this ſhameful ſcene. I bluſh that a crea» 
ture, who) wears the outward mark of humanity, ſhou'd 
be in his morals ſo much below | 

Crab. Pr'ythee why didſt thou not call thy maids, 
and, toſs the booby in a blanket? 

Ld," J. If I might be permitted, madam, to con- 
| clude what I intended ſaying, when interrupted by 


21 Lord, don think me guilty of affectation. 
1 belicye, gueſs at your 8 deſign; but my 
temper is really ſo ruffled, beſides I am meditating 
piece of female revenge on this coxcomb. 

Ld. J. Dear madam, can] aſſiſt? | 

Luc. OA deſiring my maid to. "bets. kither 
the tea,— | My- lord, I am, confounded at the gz 

I + Neapology.. You honour me, Haul, 

"þ 
© Crab. And 4 lytbee, wench, e is thy ſcheme ? 
Luc. Oh, a very harmleſs one, I promiſe you. 
Nara 42 170 I of ſorry ba bs I long to ſee the 
ppy ſeverely puniſh'd, methin | 

p = Sir Charles I fancy, can't be yet got out of 
| the wr Will you gdeſire mm to ſtep biber ? 
NN III ring hin. . 
Lwiſh to have him alone. 
G. Why ib : 


F i 
4 
& i * 
iss 


then ru ſend him, „ 
; Exit. 


. $ ad; a 


Enter 
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Luc. Place theſe things on the table, a chair on Na 
fide: Very well. Do you keep within call. But hark, 


he i is * Leave me, Lettice. 7 1 | 
lExit Lenice. 


oy Buck. 


Buck. So, fo, rents ſhe wou'd come to ; but, I 
confeſs, not altogether ſo ſoon. » £4 bien, ma Belle, 
ſee me ready to receive your commands. 5 
' "Lhe, Pray be ſeated, Sir Charles. I am afraid 
the natural warmth of my temper might have hurry'd 
me into ſome expreſſions, not altogether ſo ſuitable. 

Buck, Ah, Bagatelle. Name it not. | 

Luc. Voul:z-wous du The, nag” oe ? 

Buck, Volontiers. This tea is a pretty, innocent 
png of beverage ;, I wonder the F rench don't take 

I have ſome thoughts of giving it a faſhion next 

inte Fe - + 
_ . That will be very obliging. It i of extreme 
ſervice to the ladies this ſide the water, you know.” 

Buck. True, it promotes parties, and infuſes a kind 
of ſpirit into converſation, that . 

Luc. En vou les Douls encore, 

Buck, Je vous rend: mille races. Abt, what has 
occaſioned me, ma Reine, the honour of your meſſage 
by Mr. Crab? 

1 The favours I have received! From your fa- 
mily, Sir Charles, I thought, demanded from me, at 
my quitting your houſe, a more decent, and ceremo- 
nious adieu, than our laſt interview wou'd admit of. 

Buck. Is that all, ma Chere ? I thought your flinty 
heart had, at laſt. relented. Well, 'ma Nu, adieu. 

Luc. Can you then leave me? r 

Buck The fates will have it ſo. 

Luc. Go then; perfidious traytor, be 190 ;, 1 2 
this conſolation however, thar if I cannot legally Ly 
ſeſs you, no other woman fthall. 
Buck, Hey, how, what 
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Luc. And tho' the pleaſure of living with you is 
deny d me, in our deaths, at leaſt, we ſhall ſoon be 


united. 


Buck. Soon be united in death ? When, child ? 

Lac, Within this hour, 

Buck. Which way? 

Luc. The fatal draught's already at my heart. If feel 
it here; it runs thro' every pore. Pangs, pangs, un- 
utterable! The tea we drank, arg by deſpair and 
love—Oh! _ 

Buck. Well! 

Luc. | poiſon'd. 5 

Buck. The devil! 11 

Luc. And as my generous heart wou'd have ſhar'd 
all with you, I gave you half. | 

Buck, Oh, curſe your generoſity ! 

Luc. Indulge me in the cold comfort of a as em- 


brace. 


Buck. Embrace! O confound you ! But it 9937 ut 


be too late. 


Macruthen, Jonquil, phyſicians, apothe- 


caries, oil and antidotes. Oh! Je meurs,' Fe meurs. 
Ah, la Diableſſe! le it. 


Enter Lord John and Crab. | 
Crab. A brave wench. J cou'd kiſs thee for this 


cent ivance. 


_ Ld. J. He really deſerves it all. 

Crab. Deſerves it! Hang rag But the ſenſible 
reſentment of this girl has almoſt reconciled me'to 
the world again. But ſtay, let us ſee——Can't we » 
make a farther uſe, of the puppy's puniſhment ? I ſup- 
poſe we may very Rae Oye on Xp cmuny of 


him? 


Luc. Moſt ſecurely. 
Crab. And this young thing here, a beta breatk- 
ing paſſions and proteſtations. But I'll take care, my 
girl thank go a beggar to any man's bed. We muſt 


* 5 N 


nty thouſand pound, Lucy. 
e it not. Let me be happy, and let 


„ 
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Crab. Plha, don't ſcorch me with thy flames. Reſerve 


your raptures ; or, if they muſt have vent, retire into 
that room, while I go plague the puppy. HA 


Enter Buck, Macruthen, Jonquil, | Bearnois, In 


Loire, Phyſician, Surgeon. Buck in a on and 
Night Gown, 


Surg. This copious phlebotomy will abate the . 


mation, and if the fix bliſters on your ENG and back 


riſe, why there may be hopes. 
Buck. Cold comfort- I burn, 1 burn, 1 b. 
Ah. there's a ſhoot. And now again, I freeze. 
; Mac. — they are aw e of a drang var 
on. 5 
Buck. Oh, I am on the mck.. 
Mac. Oh, if it be got to the vitals 4 for. aw 
muede | 3 


* Fig \ 4 | 


Gb Where i is the miſerable devil ? What 8 be alive 
ſtill ' 
Mac. In gude troth, and that's aw. 
Buck, Oh! 8 
Crab. So, you have wade A, protty. x Piece of work 
on't, young man ! * 
Buck. O what co provoke me, to return from 
Paris ? it 


| happened. 


Enter Racket and Taube. 


Rack. Where is he Hes a dead man, his eyes are 
fix'd already. Kad BoM wi 

Buck. Oh! 12 8. ba K | 
\ Tally; Who gelb bim, Racket "or 

' Rack. Gad 1 * know. His ranch cool, 
reckon. | 

Crab. Were Haw a .poſſibiliry nf thy, reformation 
I have yet a ſecret to reſtore thee. | 10 


. Oh give it, give it. | 
, 0 * 


Crab. Had you r never been there, this con' ng have 


pupp 


frienc 


retain 


e 
0 


ie 


1, 


pride, pack'd in the firſt cart, and 
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Crab. Not ſo faſt. It muſt be on good conditions. 
Buck. Name em Take my eſtate, iy ſave 


but my life, take all. 


Crab. Firſt then renounce thy right to that lady, 
whoſe juſt reſentment has drawn this puniſhment 


upon thee ; and, in which ſhe is an unhappy par- 


taker. 
Buck. J renounce her from my ſoul. 
Crab. To this declaration you are witneſſes. Next, 


your tawdry trappings, your foreign foppery. your 


wa ſhes, paints, pomades, muſt blaze before your 
door. 

Buck, What, all ? 

Crab. All; not a rag ſhall be reſerv'd. The execu- 
tion of this part of your ſentence ſhall be aſſign d to 
your old friends here. | | 

Buck, Well, take em. 

Tally Huzza, come Racket, let's rummage. ng 

Crab. And laſtly, I'll have theſe exotic attendants, 
theſe inſtruments to your luxury, theſe "rp to your 

nt poſt to the 
place from whence they came. 

Buck. Spare me but ; Jonquil. 

Crab. Not an inſtant. The importation of theſe 


puppies makes a part of the politics of your old 


friends, the French; unable to reſiſt you, whilſt you 
retain your ancient roughneſs, they have recourſe to. 
theſe minions, who would firſt, by unmanly means, 
ſap and ſoften all your native ſpirit, and then deliver 
you an eaſy prey to their employers. 

Back. Since then it muſt be ſo, adieu, La Jonquil. 

[ Exeunt. 

Crab, And now to the remedy: Come forth, Lu- 

cinda, 


Enter 33 and Lord John. 


Buck. Hey: why did not ſhe ſwallow the Poiſon e 
Crab. No; nor you neither, you blockhead. 
Buck. WN. did not 1 leave you in pangs ? 
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Luc. Ay, put on. The tea was innocent, upon my 
| honour, Sir Charles. But you allow me to be an ex. 
cellent actrice. | 


Enter Racket and Tallyboe. 


Buck. Oh, curſe your talents ! 

Crab. This fellow's public renunciation, has put 
your perſon and fortune in your own power: and if 
you were fincere in your declaration of deins directed 
* _ beſtow it there. 


As a proof of my ſincerity, my lord, re- 


4 it. 


Ld. J. With more WR than Sir Charles the 
news of his ſafety. 


Luc, to Buck. You are not, at preſent, 1 in a condi- 


tion to take poſſeſſion of your poſt. 

Buck, What? | 

Luc. Oh, you recolleQ ; my lord's private friend ; 
his aſſiſtant, you know. | | 

Buck. Oh, oh! 

Mac. But, Sir Charles, as 1 hd the affair of the 
poiſon was but a joke, had na'ye better withdraw, and 
tack off your bliſters ? 

Crab. No, let em ſtick. He wants em. And now 
| concludes my care. But before we cloſe the ſcene, 
receive, young man, this laſt advice from the old 
friend of your father: As it is your happineſs to 
be born a Briton, let it be your boaſt ; 15 
the bleſſings of liberty are your birth-right, which 


while you preſerve, other nations may envy 3 2 | 


but can never conquer or contemn you. Believe, 
that French faſhions are as ill ſuited to ig Fon 


as their politics are pernicious to the peace of .your 
native land. 


A convert to theſe ed AY you'll find 
That poiſon for your puniſhment defign'd 
Will prove a wholeſome BEAN to your mind. 


E PI- 


now that 


| 
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Spoken by Mrs. B LLAMv. 


MONG the arts to make a piece go down, 
A And fix the fickle favour of the town, 
An Epilogue is deem'd the ſureſt way 
To atone for all the errors of the play: 
Thus, when pathetic ſtrains have made you cry, 
In trips the comic muſe, and wipes your eye. 


Melpome ne ſhould ſend you ſniveling off; 

But our bard, unequal to the taſk, | 

Rejects the dagger, and retains the maſque : 

Fain would he ſend you chearful home to-night, 
And harmleſs mirth by honeſt means excite 
Scorning with luſcious phraſe or double ſenſe, 
To raiſe a laughter at the fair's expence. 

What method ſhall we chooſe your taſte to hit ? 
Will no one lend our bard a little wit? 

Thank ye, kind ſouls, I'll take it from the pit. 
The piece concluded, and the curtain down, 
Up tarts that fatal Phalanx, call'd the Town: 

In full aſſembly weigh our author's fate, 

And Surly thus commences the debate: | 
Pray, among friends, does not this poiſoning ſcen 
The facred rights of tragedy prophane ? 

If Farce may mimic thus her awful bowl : 


Oh fie, all wrong, ſtark naught, upon my ſoul ! 
. — - 


With equal reaſon, when ſhe has made you laugh, 


5 


The 


LP1TLcT 000 


Then Buck cries, Billy, can it be in Nature? 

Not the leaſt likenefs in a ſingle feature. 

My lord, lord love him, tis a precious piece; 

Let's come on Friday night and have a hiſs, 

To this a peruquier aſſents with joy, 

Parcequ'il affronte les Frangois, oui, ma foi. 

In ſuch diſtreſs what can the poet do? | ; 
Where ſeek for ſhelter when theſe foes purſue ? 
He dares demand protection, firs, from you. 


MI 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


whips in their bands, into a 5 0X. 


Scauenn.. A 


ſignifies our ſtaying here ? 


meeting. 
three at the Shakeſpear. 


tle what it's about ? 


Oxford, you know ? 
Tire. Well, but for all that, there may be fun. 


Lack- Latin, and my horſe. yp ſhall ſee you at 
Tire. Nay, but, prithes ſtay. 


E 3 Tire, 


Enter Will Tirehack nd Harry Scamper booted, with 


SHAW ! zounds | prithee, Will, let us 23. what 


Tire, Nay, but tarry a little; beſides, you know we 
promis d to give Poll Bayliſs and Bett Skinner the 


Scamp. No matter, we ſhall be ſure to find them at- 

Tire. But as we are here, Harry, let u us know a lit= 

Scamp. About! Why leQures, you * ? Have 
net you read the bills, and we have plenty of them at 


Scamp. Why then, ſtay and enjoy it yourſelf ; and 
I'll ſtep to the Bull and Gate, and call upon Jerry 


ihree. Riſing. 
— Rot me if I do. s lau out of the ge y 


. 
AN 


78 re. 
Tire. Hallo, Harry; Harry 


Scamp. Well, what's the matter now? [ Returning. 

Tire. Here's Poll Bayliſs juſt come into the gallery. 

Scamp. No 

Tire She is, b 

Scamp [ Looking. ] Yes, faith! it is ſhe, ſure 
encugh —How goes it, Poll ? | 

Tire. Well, now, we ſhall have you, I hope ? 

Feamp. Ay, if! thought we ſhould get any fun. 
; Tire. I'll make an enquiry. Halloo ! ſauifers, ſauf- 
ers. 

Candle Snuf. Your pleaſure, fir? 

| Tire, What is all this buſineſs about here? 

Snuf. Can't ſay, fir. 

Scamp, Well, but you could if you would, let us 
into the ſecret. 

Snuf. Not I, upon my honour ! g 

Tire. Four honour, you ſon of a whore! D'ye 
hear, bid your maſter come hither, we want to aſk 
him a queſtion. 

Snuf. 1 will. [Exit 
Tire, Scamper, will you aſk him, or ſhall I? 

Fea. Let me alone to him 


Euter Foote. 


Tire. O! here he is“ 
Foote. Your commands with me, gentlemen ? 
Seamp: Why, you muſt know Will and I here, are 
upon a hats from Oxford ; and — caſh begins 
to run lbw=—-How much have you, Will? 

Tire. Three and twenty ſhillings; beſides the crown 
I paid at the door. 

Scamp. And I eighteen ; now, as this will laſt us 


but to-n Mi. we are willing to huſband our time; let 


us ſee, Will, how are we enga 
Tire. Why at three, with rf and Poll, there, at 
the Shakeſpear ; after that to the coronation ; for you 
kidw We have ſeen it but nine time 

Framp. And then back fo the Sha keſpear again ; ; 
where we ſup, and take horſe at the door. 

Tire. Sd there's no time to be loſt, you " or, 
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deſire, therefore, to know what ſort of a thing this 
affair here of yours is? What, is it damn'd funny 
and comical 7 | 1 | | 

Foote. Have you not ſeen the bills? 

Scamp, What, about the lectures? ay, but that's all 
ſlang, I ſuppoſe; no, no. No tricks upon tra vellers; 
no, we know better — What, are there any more of 
you ; or do you do it all yourſelf ? | 

Foote. If I was in want of comedians, you, gentle- 
men, are kind enough to lend me a lift; but, upon 
my word, my intentions,. as the bill will inform you, 
are ſerious= | CES TS 

Tire. Are they ? then I'll have my money again. 
What, do you think we come to London to learn any 
thing ?—-Come, Will. , Going. 

Foote. Hold, gentlemen, I would detain you, if 
poſſible. What is it you expe? _ 

Seamp. To be jolly, and laugh, to be fure—— 

Foote, At what ? 

Tire. At what—damme, I don't know—at you, 
and your frolicks and fancies —— 

Foote, If that is all you deſire; why, perhaps we 
ſhan't diſappoint you | 

Scamp. Shan't you—why, that is an honeſt fellow 
come, begin 9 | 

Foote. But you'll be fo kind as not to interrupt me? 
. Scamp. Never fear — _ 

Foote. Ladies and gentlemen—— 

|  [Suds from the oppoſite box calls ts Foote, and flops 

bim ſhort, © ; | 

Suds, Stop a minute; may | be permitted to ſpeak ? 

Foote. Doubtleſs, fir 5 

Suds. Why, the affair is this. My wife Alice for 
you muſt know my name is Ephraim Suds, I am a 
toap-boiler in the city. took it into her head, and 
nothing would ſerve her turn, but that I muſt be a 
common council man this year; for ſays Alice, ſays 
Be, It is the enliefl way to rite in the world. 

_ Foote. A juſt obfervation—you ſucceeded ? 
Su dt, Oh! there was no danger of that—yes, yes, 


. 


1get it all hollow; but now to come to the marrow 
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of the buſineſs. Well, Alice, ſays I, now I am choſen, 
what's next to be done? Why now, ſays Alice, /ays 
be, thee muſt learn to make ſpeeches ; why doſt 
not ſee what purferment neighbour Grogram has 
got; why man, 'tis all brought about by his ſpeec bi- 
«« fying. I tell thee what, Ephraim, if thee can't 
but once learn to lay down the law, there's no 
© knowing to what thee may'ſt riſe—"” 

Foote. Your lady had reaſon. | 

Suds. Why, I thought ſo too; and, as good luck 
would have it, who ſhould come into the city, in the 
very nick of time, but maſter profeſſor along with his 
lIeures—Adod, away, in a hurry, Alice and I danc'd 
to Pewterer's Hall. | 

Foote. You improv'd, I hope? 

Suds. O Lud! It is unknown what knowledge we 
got; we can read—oh! we never ſtop to ſpell a word 
now—and- then he told us ſuch things about verbs, 
and nouns, and adverbs, that never entered our heads 
before, and emphaſis, and accent; heav'n bleſs us, I 
d1d not think there had been ſuch things in the world. 

Foote. And have you ſpeechify'd yet . | 

Suds. Soft; ſoft and fair; we muſt walk before we 
can run—1I think I have laid a pretty foundation. The 
Manſion-houſe was not built in a day, Maſter Foote. 
But 10 go on with'my tale, my dame one my looking 
over the papers, came running to me ; Now, Ephraim, 
ſays ſhe, thy buſineſs is done; rare news, lad; here 
is a man at the other end of the town, that will make 
thee a ſpeecher at once, and out ſhe pull'd your pro- 

oſals. Ah, Alice, ſays 1, thee be'ſt but a fool, why 

know that man, he is all upon his, fun ; he leQure 
. —why, 'tis all but a bam— Well, 'tis but ſeeing, ſays 
| The, ſo wolens nolens, ſhe would have me come hither ; 
now, if ſo be you be ſerious, I ſhall think my money 
wiſely beſtow'd ; but if it be only your comical 
works, I can tell you, you ſhall ſee me no more. 

Feote. Sir, I ſhall be extremely ſorry to loſe you ; if 
I knew but what would content you ? Lys. 

Suds. Why, I want to be made an orator on; and 
to ſpeak ſpeeches, as | tell you, at our — 

ö > HY | Abou 
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about politicks, and peace, and addreſſes, and the 
new bridge, and all them kind of things. | | 

Foote. Why, with your happy talents I ſhould think 
much might be done. | ; 

Suds. J am proud to hear you ſay ſo. Indeed I am. 
I did ſpeechify once at a veſtry concerning new letter- 
ing the church buckets, and came off cutely enough; 
and, to ſay the truth, that was the thing that pro- 
yok'd me to go to Pewterers-Hall. [Sits down again, 

Foote, Well, fir, I flatter myſelf, that in proportion 
to the difference of abilities in your two.inftruQors, 
you will here make a tolerable progreſs. But now, 
ſir, with your favour, we will proceed to explain the 
nature of our deſign, and | hope, in the proceſs, you, 
gentlemen, will find entertainment, and you, fir, in- 
formation, | | 

Mr. Foote then proceeds in his lecture. 

My plan, gentlemen, is to be conſider'd as a ſuper- 
ſtructure on that admirable foundation laid by the 
modern profeſſor of Engliſh,. both our labours tending, 
to the ſame general end; the perfectioning of our 
countrymen in a moſt eſſential article, the right uſe of 
their native language. Ty 

But what he has happily begun, I have the vanity. 
to think I have as happily finiſh'd ; he has, it is true, 
introduc'd you into the body of the church, but I 
conduct you into the choir of the cathedral: Or, to 
explain myſelf by a more familiar alluſion, though he 
is the Poitier who teaches you the ſtep and the 
grounds ; yet I am the Gallini who gives you the air, 
and the grace of the minuet. | i 
His aim is propriety alone; mine propriety with. 
* | Fe 

or though reading, ſo ſhamefully. negleQed, not 


{only by thoſe of tender years, but the adult; not only 


by children, but even by grown men and women ; not. 
only in our private ſeminaries, but in our public uni- 
verſities, is allowed to be a neceſſary ingredient to- 
wards the formation of an orator ; yet, a great many 
Other rules, a great many other precepts, are requi- 
ſite to obtain his perfection. VVVßͤ wes, 
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Nay, perhaps we might, to ſupport an argument 
without the danger of a defeat, at leaſt if we may 
truſt obſervation, that of all the profeſſions that re- 
quire a verbal intercourſe with the public, there is 
no one to Whom reading is of ſo little utility as that 
of oratory. | 
I need not inſiſt upon this head, as I believe every 
gentleman's experience will furniſh him with inſtances 
of men eminent in oratory, who, from an early viva- 
city, have negleQed, or the indulgence of their pa- 
rents have been emancipated from the attention and 
application neceſſary, it is true, to acquire this 
rugget art, but at the ſame time ſo ill-ſuited to their 
tender years, and ſo oppoſite to thoſe innocent amuſe- 
ments in Which children are known univerſally to de- 
light. Thwart not a child, for you ſpoil his temper, 
—is, or at leaſt ought to be, an Engliſh proverb, as 
it is an univerſal practice. 

1 would not here be underſtood to depreciate the 
uſefulneſs of reading. or to detiact from the exceed- 
ing merit'of the profeſſor's plan ; no, my meaning is 
only juſt to drop a hint that I may occafionally uſe 
him as a walking ſtick ; a kind of an elegantly clouded 

och, or an airy Anamaboo yet, that it is by no 
means my intention to depend upon him as a ſupport, 
or lean upon him as @ crutch; in a word, he will be 
rather ornamental than neceſſary to me. . 
But vſclefs. as his plan is to me, I ſincerely Wiſh it 
ſucceſs ſor the ſake of the public; and if my influ- 
ence was equal to my inclination, I would have a lau 
enacted, upon the plan of the militia bill, that annual- 
ly, or biennially, draughts ſhould be made from every 
Pariſh of two, three, or more, as in that a& of able- 
bodied, fo in this of intelligent perſons, who, at the 
expence of the ſeveral counties, ſhould be Tent to the 
capital, and there compelted to go through 28 
many * courſes of the profeſſor's lectures as he ſhall 
deem ſufficient : thus, by thoſe periodical rural de- 
tachments the whole nation will, in a few years, be 
completely ferved, and a ſtock of learning laid in, 
that will laſt till time ſhall be no more. | 

net : Would 


Wo 
perior 
period 
pineſs 
ye 80 
minith 
few 


in mo 


his co 
burſt ! 
nate 
them 


nounc 


ent 
lay 
re- 
e is 
hat 


ery 
ces 
va- 
pa- 
and 
bis 
Weir 
iſe- 


ber, 
the 
ed- 
N 1s 
ed 


ort, 
| be 


h it 


THE ORATORY. 83 


Would our rulers but adopt this ſcheme ! how ſu- 
perior would England be even to the mot illuſtrious 
periods of Greece and Rome! what an unrivall'd hap» 
pineſs for us, what an eternal fund of fame for them! 
ye Solons, ye Lycurcus's, ye Numa's, hide your di- 
minifh'd heads; fee what a revolution two laws in a 
few years have produc'd ; ſee a whole people, funk 


in more than Gothic 1gnorance, accuſtom'd to no 


other iron implements than the pacific plough-ſhare, 
or the harmlefs ſpade. ſtart out at once profound 
ſcholars and veteran ſoldiers: If at this happy pe- 
riod, a Frenchman, thinking any thing out of his 
own country worthy his attention, ſhould deſcend 
to pay this kingdom a viſit ; methinks, 1 anticipate 
the account he will give of us at his return, (like 
his countryman of old, who, at the taking of Rome, 
burſting into the capitol, and there finding the ſe- 
nate fix'd and immoveable in their feats, declard. 
them an aſſembly of kings,) ſo will he at once pro- 
nounce the whole Britiſh nation to be an army of 
generals, and one congregation of doctors. Happy 
country! where the Arma © Toga are fo fortunately 
blended, as to prevent all contention for the pre-emi- 

nence. 1 x 
I know but one objection that can be made to this 
plan, and that merely a temporary one; that the cul- 
ture of our lands will fuſtain an infinite injury if ſuch. 
4 number of peaſunts were to deparochiate, there 
being already ſcarce hands ſuſfvient, from the recruits 
conſtantly made for Germany, &c. & c. &c. to carry 
on the common buſineſs of huſbandry. | 
But what are riches, periſhable commodities, glit- 
tering, tranſitory, fallacious goods, when compared to 
the ſubſtantial, incorruptible endowments of the mind: 
this truth is, indeed, happily inculcated by an old 
JJ EN NT EY 

.. © When lands and goods are gone and ſpent, 

5 Then learning is moſt ee 

This ſenſible and postical diſſ ich, I would .recom- 
mend to Mr. Profeſſor, as a motto for his intended 
| treatiſe ; 


ö 
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treatiſe; but J ſuppoſe he is already well provided 
with an apt Latin; if not a Greek one, to either of 
which I muſt yield the preference. 4 
But to wave this ethical argument; I think I can 
eaſily foil the force of this objection, by a natural 
and obvious Succedaneum. Suppoſe a clauſe was to 
be added to the bill for the importation of tallow, 
raw hides, and live catile from Ireland, that, during 
this literary emigration, a ſufficient number of inha- 
bitants of that country may be tranſported hither to 
ſupply the vacancy : but here it muſt be obſerv'd, 
that for this purpoſe an act of parliament is indiſpen- 
ſibly neceſſary; for tho' it would be difficult, if not 
impoſſible for us, in our preſent condition, to get in 
even our harveſts, without the aid of hands annually 
exported for that purpoſe from Ireland; yet this is at 
beſt but an illicit trade, and the men themſelves are 
to be confidered under the article of ſmuggled goods : 
a very heavy penalty being laid by ſtatute on all 
maſters of veſſels, who ſhall venture to import any of the 
above cited commodity into this realm, without ſpecial 
licence; to this purpoſe I recolleQ a caſe in point, the 
fifth of William and Mary, Ban. Reg. The King 
contra Oflaarty. Vide V. Rep. vol. iii. chap. 9. 
| Page 4. 2 | 
Rut if this ſhould be thought by the people in 
power too great an indulgence to the Iriſh, as we 
have never been remarkably profuſe in our favours to 
our loyal and affectionate ſiſter; I ſee no other method 
of redreſſing the imaginary evil, than by exempting from 
this ſervice all the males till a general peace, and 
accepting, in their room, a ſuitable number of dif- 
creet middle aged females; and theſe, when they 
have been properly perfected in the myſteries. of our 
language, may be return'd to their ſeveral pariſhes, 
and there form little infantine communities of literati, 
which will be a ſtock for the ſucceeding generation ; 
and, indeed, upon conſideration, I don't know whe- 
ther this won't prove the beſt method for the introduc- 

tion and univerſal progagation of the plan. 7 
| | 1 ö Ol 
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For the Engliſh common people, naturally ſullen 
and obſtinate, and religiouſly attach'd to their old 
cuſtoms, might be ſhock'd and ſcandaliz'd to ſee, at 
one bold ſtroke, the feſcues and faſces, which have 
been, from time immemorial, conſign'd to one, or 


more matron in every village, raviſh'd at once from 


their hands, and deliver'd over to the adminiſtration 
of the oppolite ſex. 

But to return to my own ſubject, from which my 
zeal for Mr. profeſſor's ſucceſs has tempted me to 
make rather too long a digreſſion. 

When I ventur'd to affirm that the profeſſion of 
an. Orator might exiſt independently of an accurate 
knowledge of the arrangement, and different com- 
binations of the four and twenty letters, ſo far as 
(in the words of the Profeſſor) they relate to their 
being the arbitrary marks of meaning upon paper 
yet, I would not be underſtood to aſſert this gene- 
rally, as to every ſpecies of oratory, but to confine 
myſelf to thoſe particular branches only, where the 
orator's own mind ſuggeſts the matter that his own 
mouth diſcharges : for inſtance, now, as when affairs of 
ſtate are weigh'd at a common- council, religious points 
militated at the Robin Hood, the arts and ſciences 
handled in the Strand, or politicks debated near Weſt- 
minſter- abbey; here the arguments the words given 
are ſuppos'd to ariſe from the immediate impulſe of 
the giver; but where they are concurrent agents, as 
in the oratory peculiar to the pulpit and the ſtage, 
where one individual furniſhes the matter, and ano- 
ther adminiſters the manner, the caſe is widely dif- 
ferent. 

In the firſt inſtance, a tolerable proficiency in read- 
ing is indiſpenſably requiſite, as ſcarce any memory 


but the late Mr. Heydegger's could retain, to any 


degree of certainty, the various, parts of the Litur- 
gy, Old, and New Teſtament, briefs, faculties, ex- 
communications, &c. &c. &c. and a lapſe on thoſe 
ſolemn occaſions might be attended with very auk- 
ward circumſtances: nor would J here be ſuppos'd 
to infinuate, that the pieces of oratory gy wn 
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from the pulpit are not the compoſition of the de- 
liverer ; no——This is fo far from being generally 
the- caſe, that I have often heard complaints made 
againſt particular agents, that they have forc'd upon 
their congregations their own crude, and anfipid pro- 


ductions, when at the ſame time, their native language 


would furniſh them with ſo extenſive, and noble a 
collection of admirable materials. But here the audi- 
tor, unleſs he be well read in thevlogy may be led 
into a miſtake; for there are ſome men, who, by a 
particular happineſs in their manner. have the addreſs 
to make the works of other men ſo abfolutely their 
own, that' there is ho diftinguiſhing the difference ; 
at this the poet hints in his male dum recitas, &c. 
For theſe various reaſons, I think a warm applica- 
tion to the art of reading cannot be too ſtrongly re- 
commended to the profeſſors of this kind of oratory. 
With regard to the profeffors of the ſtage, tho' 
reading is undoubtedly uſeful, yet, as the performer 
is to repeat, and not to read, the deficienty may be 


ſupply'd by the introduction of a third agent, viz. a 


perſon to read to him till the words are rooted in his 
memory. This expedient, tho? tedious, I have known 
frequently practis'd with good ſucceſs : little Hlanders 
will now and then una voidably ariſe, either from the 
miſapprehenſion of the fecond agent, or the igno- 
rance, or waggery of the third; but "theſe ſlips are 
generally unobſerved, or, 'thro' inattention or indvl- 
gence, overlook'd' by an audience. But to return to 
the copſideration of my own plan from whith no 
temptation ſhall, forthe future, ſeduèe me to digreſs. 
We will firſt, then, conſider the utility of Oratory. 
- '$econdly, the diſtin and various kinds, or Tpecies 
of that ſciehce, as they are practis'd at 'this:day in 
this kingdoth, 2 0h e ee ol | 
— Thirdly, we will demonſtrate, that every branch of 
Englifh oratory is peculiarly our dyn, owes its riſe, 
progreſs and perfection to this country, and was not 
only unknown to the ancients, but is emirely repug- 
nant to all theſe principles they have endeaveur'd to 
eſtabliſh, . „ + 


Fourthly, 
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Fourthly, that any rhetorical ſyſtem now exiſting, 
inſtead of a croſs in the hands, with letters to direct 
you on your road, will prove only but a Will in the 
Wilp, to confound, perplex, and bewilder you. 

Fifthly, from hence will teſult a neceflity, for the 
immediate eſtabliſhment of an academy, for the pro- 
mulzation and inculcation of modern oratory. 

To which academy, the author of theſe propoſals 
does hope, ſixthly, that he ſhall be appointed perpetual 


profeſſor. 


Perhaps it may not be impertinent here to obſerve, 
that the author has induſtriouſly avoided, and will, 
in the courſe of this treatiſe, avoid all poetical allu- 
ſion, all grandeur of expreſſion, all ſplendor of dic- 
tion, in ſhort, renounce every rhetorical prop, as 
knowing that, on didactic ſubjeQs, order, ſimplicity, 
and perſpicuity are the means to gain his end, which 
is not to gratify the imagination, but to improve and 
poliſh the underſtanding of my countrymen. 

Firft, then, we are to demonſtrate the utility of 


' oratory: and, this, we flatter ourſelves will in a 


great meaſure, be evident from the confidetation of 
its univerſality, and the diſt inctions it procures, both 
lucrative and honourable, to any man eminent in the 
art. | 

There is, by the conſtitution of this kingdom, an 
aſſembly of many individuats, who, 'as the feventh 
ſon of a ſeventh ſon is born a phyſician, are orators 
by hereditary right; that is, by birth they are ena- 
bled to give their opinions and ſentiments on all ſub- 
jects, where the intereſt of their country is concern'd : 
To this we are to add another afſembly, conſiſting of 
558 individuals, where, tho' the ſame 1 is ens 
joy'd as in the firſt inſtance, yet this advantage is not 
poſſeſs'd in virtue of any inherent natural right, but 
is obtain'd in conſequence 6f an annual, triennial, or 
ſeptennial deputation from the whole body of the 

eople; if then we add to this lift the number of all 
the candidates who are ambitions of this hbnour, 
with the infinite variety of changes that a revotution 


of twetity years will produce, we cannot efkimare 


thoſe 


88 THE ORATORS. 


thoſe funds of national orators in efſe, poſſe, and velle, 
to a ſmaller quantity than 20,000 ; and this. I believe, 
by the diſciples of Demoivre, will be thought a very 
moderate computation. 

The two orders of the long robe next demand our at- 
tention ; and as the pre-eminence is unqueſtiohably due 
to the prieſthood, let us confider what number of perſons 


is neceſſary to ſupply that ſervice ? England is divided 


into nine thouſand nine hundred and thirteen pariſhes: 
now, if we ſuppoſe two paſtors for every pariſh, this 
learned body will be found to conſiſt of nineteen 
thouſand eight hundred and twenty-ſix individuals; 
but as the moſt ſacred characters are no more exempted 
from that fatal ſtroke that puts a temporary period to 


our exiſtence, than the prophane, it is neceſſary that 


a proviſion ſhould be made of fit and able perſons; 
ſo thai at all events there be no lack of labourers in this 
plentiful vineyard: nor has the policy of this nation 
deen ſo blinded as not to guard againſt this poſſible con- 
tingency, by erecting ſchools, ſeminaries, and univer- 


fities, in which a convenient quantity of our youth 


are properly trained, in order to fill up chaſms which 
may be occaſionally made by the inſatiable ſcythe of 
Death. If then we eſtimate this corps de reſerve at 
the balf only of the ſtanding force, we mall find the 
army entire amount to 29,739. 

I foreſee that an objection will be N to this cal · 
culation, viz. That two paſtors to every pariſh. is a 


moſt exorbitant and improbable charge; for that 


many pariſhes, from impropriations, appropriations, 


and other accidents, inſtead of two are ſcarce able to 
ſupport one paſtor ;, and that this complaint is almoſt 


general throughout the whole principality of Wales, 


where many individuals of this reſpectable order, to 


the great damage of their dignity, are oblig'd to have 
recourſe to very unclerical profeſſions for the ſupport 
of themſelves and families. 

This objection we will allow. its. full [ : but 
then if it be conſider'd that in our original eſtimate 


we omitted all deans, canons, prebendaries, heads and. 


fellows of colleges, chaplains to ſhips, regiments, and. 
private 
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private families, together with the whole body of 
diſſenting miniſters of all denominations, field preach- 
ers, and pariſh-clerks. I believe we ſhall be thought 
rather to have diminiſhed than exaggerated the real 
quantit y. + 

As I have not been able to get admittance to the ar- 
chives. of the ſeveral inns of court in this metropolis, I 
am afraid we ſhall not be able to determine, with the 
ſame degree of certainty, the exact number of thoſe 
who have devoted their lives and labours to the ex- 
planation and due execution of our municipal laws: I 
am, therefore, oblig'd to depend on circumſtantial evi- 
dence, which in ſome caſes, is admitted, even in our 
courts, to have equal force with proof poſitive. | 

And here the reaſon of the law (as the law is the 
perfection of reaſon) is extremely clear. To illuſtrate 
this by an inſtance: „„ e 
A ſwears a robbery againſt B; A may lye, or at 
leaſt be miſtaken 3, but if the goods ſtolen from 4, 
and previouſly deferibed by him, are found, with 
their mark, in the poſſeſſion of B, B not being able 
to account for ſuch poſſeſſion, that circumſtance ſhall 
be deem'd of at leaſt equal weight againſt B, as if 4 
was to ſwear poſitively to the perſonal identity of B. 
This being the practice of the courts, we ſhall pro- 
ceed, wich all poſſible expedition (which, indeed, is 
not the practice of the courts) to produce our proofs 
circumſtantial. As in the former inſtance we have 
grounded our calculation on the number of pariſhes, 
we ſhall in this derive our computation from the num- 
ber of houſes in the kingdom. 

To any man tolerably acquainted with the country 
of England, it is unneceſſary . to obſerve, that not 
| only, in every town, but almoſt in every hamlet 
tarough which he travels, - his eyes are conſtantly 
caught by the appearance of a ſmart houſe, prefac'd 
with white rails, and prologu'd by a red door, with 
a braſs knocker ; when you deſire to be acquainted 
with the naue and quality of the owner of this man- 
ſion, you are always told that it b=longs to lawyer 
ſuch a one: now, if a hamlet containing thirty ous 

of . | wil 
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with perhaps an environ of an equal number, where 
labour and the fruits of the earth are the only ſources 
of wealth, can ſupport one attorney in this rural mag- 
nificence; what an infinite number of lawyers can a 
commercial capital ſuſtain? But becauſe J would ra. 
ther retrench than exceed, 1 will only quarter one 
attorney upon fifty houſes. 'The number of houſes 
in the reign of George the Firſt (fince which time the 
quantity is confiderably encreas'd,) was computed at 
1,175,951. The number of attorneys then will be 
23,518, ard if we reckon one barriſter to twenty at- 
torneys, the ſum total is 24,693, 

I know it will be here objeQed, that but one ſmall 
part of this numerous body can be benefited by my 
plan, the privilege of ſpeaking publickly being per- 
mitted to the ſuperior order, the bai riſters alone; but 
this criticiſm is confin'd to the obſervgtion of what 
paſſes merely in Weitminſter-hall, without conſidering 
that, at every quarter and petty ſeſſion at all county- 


courts, courts Jeet, courts-baron, &c, &c. &c. full 


power of pleading is permitted to every practitioner 
of the law. | 

As the number of thoſe who incorporate themſelves 
to promote, not only with their caſh but their counſel, 
the progreſs of the arts and ſciences, is unlimited, it 


will be impoſſible for any fix'd period to aſcertain their 


quantity: nor can we, with any certainty, as the 
Court-Regifter has been filent to the members of com- 
mon=council, determine the amount of the city ora- 
tors; beſides. as what has been already offered is 
more than ſufficient to prove the utility of our ſcheme 
from its univerſality, we ſhall not trouble our readers 
nor ourſelves with any further calculations; for tho 
they are the reſult of intenſe application, and the ve- 
hicles of mathematical truths, yet to the million the 
diſquiſition is but dry and tedious, and our purpoſe 
always was and is, to mix with our inſtruRion a pro- 
per portion of delectation. „„ 

We will, therefore, for theſe reaſons, haſten to the 
conſideration of the ſecond point propos'd, viz. An 
enquiry into the various kinds of oratory now exiſting 
| | 0 
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in this country, And we ſhall not, on this occaſion, 
trouble ourſelves with the inveſtigation of all the 


ſmaller branches of this art; but, like the profeſſors 


in anatomy, contenting ourſelves with the adiſſection of 
the noble parts, remit the examination of the ignoble 
ones to the care of ſubaltern artiſts. Leaving then, 
to the minute philoſophers of the age all the orators 
of veſtries, clubs, and coffee- houſes, Paulo majora ca- 
namus, and for the better illuſtration of this head, 
permit me, reader, to be a little fanciful We will 
ſuppoſe oratory to be one large tree, of which tree 
ſcience 1s the radix ; eloquence the trunk ; from which 


trunk ſprout four diſtinct ramifications ; from which 


ramifications depends a fruit peculiar to each. But 


to make this clearer, we will preſent thee with the tree 


ſelf, not enigmatically hierogliphied, but plainly and 
palpably pourtray'd. 
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But here, reader, let me not arrogate to myſelf the 
merit of this happy explication ; I own the hint was 
firſt given me with my Grammar, The ingenious, 
profound Lilly, atter he has led his pupils through the 
various, and almoſt impervious provinces of nouns, 
pronouns, verbs, participles, and adverbs, conducts 
them to the foot of that arduous and ſtupendous 
mountain Qui mibi here, dreading left his youthful 
ardour might be damp'd with the ſteep aſcent, he re- 
auimates his ſlacken'd nerves with the myſtic picture 
of an apple-tree, the acceſs to whoſe boughs, tho 
tedious and difficult, will yet be amply rewarded by 
leave to revel uncontrouPd through the whole region 
of pepins. May the luſcious fruit ſprouting from the 
apex of each of my ramifications prove an equal ſpur 
to every beardleſs orator! 

I don't know whether the mentioning another arder 
of orators, as they are not at preſent exiſting in this 
kingdom, may not be deemed an impropriety. But as 
I am a ſincere lover of my country, 1 can't help re- 
commending an immediate importation of ſome of 
thoſe uſeful and able artiſts. Sir William Temple, in 
his Effay on Poetry, has recorded their virtues ; and 
as the race was not extinguiſhed in his time, it is to 
be hoped that it ſtill remains. 

In Ireland, ſays Sir William, the great men of their 
ſcepts, amongſt many officers of their family, had not 
only a phyſician, a huntſman, a ſmith, and ſuch like, 
but a poet and taleteller. 5 

The firſt recorded and ſung the actions of their an- 
ceſtors, and entertained the company at ſeaſts; the 
latter amuſed them with tales, when they were me- 
lancholy and could not ſleep: and a very gallant gen- 
tleman has told me, of his own experience, that in his 
 wolf-hunting there, when he us' d to be abroad in the 
mountains three or. four days together, and lay very 
ill at nights, ſo as he could not well ſleep, they would 
bring one of thoſe tale-tellers, that when he lay down 
would begin a ſtory of a king, or a giant a dwarf 
and a damſel, and continue all night long in fuch an 
even tone that you heard him going on wherever you 
5 | | - awakened j 
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awakened; and he believ'd nothing any phyſicians 


| couid give had to good and ſo innocent an etfect to 


make men fleep in any pains or diſtempers of body or 
mind- Tneſe are Sir William Temple's words, which 
contain an amazing inſtance of the power of thoſe 
orators over the paiſions, it requiring tull as much art 


and addreſs to aſſuage and quell, as to blow up, and 


excite a tumult in the mind. 

In a bill not long ſince depending in parliament, 
for the beiter regulating the city-watch, a clauſe was 
recommended by a late reſpeQable magiſtrate, that, 
to prevent the watchmen from ſleeping at nights on 


bulks (the ſource of many diſorders) the ſaid watch- 


men thould be compelled to ſleep fix hours in the day; 
an arch member. ſeconded the motion, and begg'd to 
be included in this clauſe ; for that being grievouſly 
afflited with the gout, he could not for many days 
ſleep a ſingle wink; now if he could be compelled to 
take ſix hou:s ſleep every day, he appehended that his 
fits would be of a much ſhorter duration. Upon this 
dry comment, the motion was raſhly rejected; but 
if the houſe had received the leaft intimation of the 
aſtoniſhing abilities of the Rockers, (for by that ap- 
peliation I chooſe to diſtinguiſh this. order of orators,) 
I am convinced that the above clauſe would not only 
have been receiv'd, but that the proper encourage- 


ment would have been given, by parliament, for the in- 


troduction andeſtabliſhment of this uſeful oratorical ſect. 

Nor, indeed, conſidering the vaſt addition to our 
cuſtomary Cares, from the unaccountable fluQuation 
of our funds, the cauſe of concern to many thouſand 
individuals, do I think a viſit from a convenient quan- 


tity of thoſe artiſts would be now out of ſeaſon ; but 


how this honour is to be obtain'd, whether any of 
theſe great men are now reſiding amongſt us, under 
the diſguiſe of chairmen and hackney coachmen; or, 
whether it would not be more adviſeable to employ 
thoſe gentlemen who have ſo lately and ſucceſsfully 
rummaged the Highlands of Scotland and Ireland for 
the remains of Runic poetry in ſearch of the ableſt pro- 


feſſors, is ſubmitted to the Society for the e. 
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I am aware that, on this occaſion, ſome arch way, 


poſſeſſed of the ſame ſpirit with the above ſenate, 
will object to my ſcheme of importation, by alledg- 


ing, that we have of our own growth, an ample pre- 


viſion of rockers, and refer us for proof to ſeven! 
churches and chapels, during the hours of eleven and 


two on a Sunday, where the ſleep compelling power 


will be experimentally demonſtrated to exiſt in its full 
force amongſt us; but not to derogate from the abili- 
ties of my countrymen, ſurely the ſhortneſs of the 
time, the cauſe of the nap rarely continuing above 
fifteen or ſixteen minutes, will not admit of a proper 


experiment: beſides, how can one orator ſupply 1 


whole pariſh, unleſs, indeed, our churches were to 
be converted into dormitories, which I can't think will 
bappen, as this would be attended with inconveniencies 
too obvious to need a recital. | "ON 
Abſt racted from this laſt order, the Engliſh orators 
are to be divided into four diftin& claſſes, the pulpit, 
the ſenate, the bar, and the ſtage ;' with the firlt of 
theſe: branches, the pulpit, I ſhan't interfere, and, in- 


deed, ſo few people now of confequence and eonſide- 


ration frequent the churches, that the art is ſcarce 
worth cultivation. The bar— | 
Scamp. Pſhaw ! there's enough of this dull profing ; 
come, give us a little of ſomething that's funny; you 
talk'd about pupils. Could not we ſee them? 
- Foote. Rather toe precipitate, ſir; but however, in 
ſome meaſure to ſatisfy yau, and demonſtrate the ſuc- 
ceſs of our ſeheme; give me leave to intreduoe 40 you 
a moſt extraordinary inſtance, in the perſon of a 
young Highlander, It is not altogether a year ſince 
this aſtoniſhing ſubjeR ſpoke nothing but Erſe. En- 


courag'd by the prodigies of my brother profeſſor's 


ſkill, whoſe fame, like the Chevalier Taylor's, pierces 
the remoteſt regions, his relations were tempted toſend 
this young genius to Edinburgh; where be went 
through a regular courſe of the profeſſor's lectures, to 
finiſh his ſtudies ; he has been about fix weeks under 
my care, and, conſidering the time, 1 think you will 
be amaz'd at his progreſs. Donald g- — 


the ſci: 
Don. 
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Enter Donald. 


What's your I fir ? 


| Foote, Will y 1 * theſe ladies and gentlemen a a 
proof of your il 


Don, Ab, ye wad ha' a ſpecimen of my RR 
art. 
Foote. If you pleaſe. 
Don. In gude troth on ye fal wol ye gr me a 
topick ? | 
Foote, Oh! chuſe for yourſelf. 
Don. It's aw one to Donald. | 
Foote, What think you of a ſhort re on 
the ſcience we are treating of? 

Don. On oratory ; wi' aw my heart. 

Foote. Mind yuur action; let that accompany your 
WOrdS—— _ 

Don. Dunna heed, man—The topic I prefum to 
haundle, is the miraculous gifts of an orator, wha, by 


the bare power of his words, he lends _ women, 
and bairns as he liſt —— 


Scamp. And who? e 

Dos. [ Tartly.] Men, women, and wales. 

Scamp. Bairns; who are they ? bo 28 
Foote, Oh! children bit meaning is obvious 


enough. 


my lads, wha was the firſt orator May hap, ye 
think it was Tully the Latiniſt; ye are wide o'the 
mark; or Demoſthenes the Greek? In gude troth, 
ye' re as far off as before Wha was it, then? It was 
Cen that arch-chiel, the Deevil himſel — 


Scamp. [Hoftih.] be devil it was 3 how do you 
prove that? 


bharang an yell but ha'd yer os ond Ie youu it as 
plain as a pike-ſtaff, 5 


Tire. Be quiet, Will, and let tim go on. 
Don. I ſay it was that arch-chiel, the Deevil himſel. 
Le ken weel, my lads, how Adam and Eve were 
Planted | in Eden, wi plenty o' bannocks and cail, and 


aw 


Don, Ay, 5 n women, and bairns e he 
liſts; and firſt for the antiquity of the art Ken ye, 


Don. Guds ueunds; mon, ye [brake the thrid of my 
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aw that they wiſhed, but were prohibited the eating 
of pepins 

Scamp, Apples | | 

Don. Weel, weel, and are na pepins "ond apples aw 
the ſame thing ? | 
Fate, Nay, pray, gentlemen, hear hin out. G0 
on with your pepins 

Don. Prohibited the eating of pepins ; ; upon leb 
what does me the orator Satan, but he whiſpers a faſt 
ſpeech in her lug; egad our giannum fell to in an in- 
ſtant, and eat a pepin without ſtaying to pare ii. 
( Addreſſes himſelf to the Oxonians.) Ken ye, lads, wha 
was the firſt orator, now 

Tire. [To Scamp.] What ſay you to. that ? 

Scamp, By my ſoul, the fellow's right 

Don. Ay, but ye wan'na ha' patince——ye . wan'na 
ha' patience, lads | To 
Tire. Hold your jaw, and go on | 

Don. Now, we come to the definition of an nates; ; 
and it is from the Latin words oro, orare, to intreat, or 
perſwad ; and how, by the means -&;elocution, or 
argument, which argument conſiſts &-letters, which 
letters join'd mak ſyllables, which ſyllables com- 
pounced mak words, which words combin'd mak ſer- 
tences, or periods, or which aw together mak an ora. 
tor, ſo the firſt gift of an orator is wordgw—/. - 

Scamp. Here, Donald, ven are out. ir 

Don. How ſo? 

Scamp. Words, the firſt gift. of an ae: 1 No, 
Donald, no, at ſchool 1 learn'd better than that 
Do'ſt not remember, Will, what is the firſt perfection 
of an orator? action. The nd, een The 
third, action. 

Tire. Right, right, Harry, as right as. my mail; 
there, Donald, I think he has giyemy ou a doſe 
Don. An ye ſtay, me, i' the midſt o my N 

we Why don't you ſtick to truth [oF 

Don. I tell ye, I can logically.—/ : ' - 

Tire. Damn your logick— | 

Don. Mighty warnen Foote, how & ea * thi 
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Foote. Oh, never mind them proceed. 

Don. In gude troth, I'ſe nat ſay ane ward mare. 
Foote. Finiſh, finiſh, Donald. — 

Don Ah! they have jumbled aw my ideas toge- 
ther; but an they wall enter into a fair argumenta- 
tion, I'ſe convince 'em that Donald Macgregor is mare 
than a match. 

Scamp.' You be 

Don. Very weel— 

F.ote. Nay, but my near Donald — | 
— Don. Hands aff, Maiſter Foote—T ha' finiſh'd my 
ba tale, the De'el a word mare ſal ye get out o' Donald 

—yer ſervant, fir. | Exit. 
Forte. You ſee, gentlemen, what your impatience 
has loſt us. 
na Scamp. Rot him, let him go ; but 1s this fellow one 
of your pupils? why, what a damnable twang he has 
got, with his men, women, and bairns ? 


; Foote. His pronunciation is, I own, a little irregular ; 
„or but then conſider he is but merely a novice ; why, 
, Or even in his preſent condition, he makes no bad figure 
hich for his five minutes at the Robin- Hood z and in a month 


or two, we ſhan't be aſnam'd to ſtart him in a more 
reſpectable place. | 

But now, gentlemen, we are to deſcend to the pe- 
feuliar eſſential qualities of each diſtinct ſpecies of ora- 
ory ; and firſt for the bar—but as no didaQtic rules 
an ſo well convey, or words make a proper impreſſi- 


dn, we will have recourſe to more palpable means, 

hat: nd endeavour, by a lively imitation, to demonſtrate 

Aion Ihe extent of our art. We muſt, for this end, employ 
The he aid of our pupils; but as ſome preparation is ne- 

1 505 eſſary, we hope you will indulge us in a ſhort inter- 

nail; {Wuption. 

ent— 
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A--C--T . 
e E N E, A Hall of Juſtice. 


Enter Foote. 


IHE firſt ſpecies of oratory we are to demon- 

ſtrate our ſkill in, is that of the bar; and, i 
order to give our leQure an air of reality, you are to 
ſuppoſe this a court of juſtice. furniſh'd with. prope 
miniſters to diſcharge the neceſſary functions. But, 1 
ſupply theſe gentlemen with buſineſs, we muſt likewiſe 
inſtitute an imaginary cauſe ; and, that the whole maj 
be ideal, let it be the proſecution of an imaginary be. 
ing; I mean the phantom of Cock-lane, a phenone- 
non that has much puzzled the brains, and terrify'd 


the minds of many of our fellow-ſubjeQs. 


Vou are. to conſider, ladies and gentlemen, that the 
language of the bar is a ſpecies of oratory diſtind 
It has been obſerv'd, that the o- 
naments of this profeſſion have not ſhone with equal 
luſtre in an aſſembly near their own hall; the reaſo 

aſlign'd, though a pleaſant, is not the true one. It has 
been hinted, that theſe gentlemen were in want ef 


from every other. 


their briefs ; but was that the diſeaſe, the remedy 
would be eaſy enough: they need only have recourſe 
to the artifice ſucceſsfully praQis'd by ſome of their 


cCollegues; inſtead of having their briefs in their hands; 


to hide them at the bottom of their hats. 
 - [Calls to his pupils, who enter dreſsd as a juſtice, « 
Clerk, a ſerjeant at law, and a counſellor.] n:; 
Vou will remember, gentlemen, your proper pauſe; 
repetitions, hums, ha's, and interjections: now ſeat 
yourſelves, and you the counſe] remember to be might) 
dull, and you the juſtice to fall aſleep. I muſt pre 
pare to appear in this cauſe as a witneſs, [Exit 
Juſt. Clerk, read the inditment. 
| | Clerk reads. 
Middleſex, to wit. 3 1 
Fanny Phantom, you are indided, That on, of be 
„ | | ore 
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fore the firſt day of January, 1762, you, the ſaid 
Fanny, did, in a certain houſe, in a certain flreet, 
call'd Cock-lane, in the county of Middleſex, malici- 
ouſly, treacherouſly, wickedly, and wilfully, by cer- 
tain thumpings, knockings, ſcratchings, and flutter- 
ings againſt doors, walls, wainſcots, bedſteds, and 
bedpoſts, difturb, annoy, aſſault, and terrify divers 
innocent, inoffenſive, harmleſs, quiet, ſimple people, 
refiding in, at, near, or about the ſaid Cock-lane, and 
elſewhere, in the faid county of Middleſex, to the 
great prejudice of ſaid people in ſaid county, How 
ſay you, guilty, or— | = 
Counſ. [Stops the Clerk ſhort.) May it pleaſe your 
worſhip—bem—I am council in this cauſe for the 
ghoſt—hem—and before I can permit her to plead, I 
have an objection to make, that is—hem—1 ſhall ob- 
ject to her pleading at all. —Hem—It is the ſtanding 
law of this country—hem - and has—hem—always 
been fo allow'd, deem'd, and practis'd, that=hem— 
all criminals ſhould be try'd per fares, by their 
equals—hem—that is—hem—by a jury of equal rank 
with themſelves. Now, if this be the caſe, as the caſe 
it is; I-hem—l ſhould be glad to know, how my 
client can be try'd in this here manner. And firſt, who 
i; my client? She is in the indiQtment call'd a phan- 
tom, a ghoſt ; What is a ghoſt ? a ſpirit. What is a 
ſpirit? a ſpirit is a thing that exiſts independently of, 
and is ſuperior to fleſh and blood. And can any man 
go for to think, that I can adviſe my client to ſubmit to 
be try'd by people of an inferior rank to herſelf ? cer- 
tainly no I therefore humbly move to quaſh this in- 
dictment, unleſs a jury of ghoſts be firſt had, and 
obtain'd. [Sits down. 
Serjeant. Jam, in this cauſe, council againſt Fanny 
Phantom the ghoft ; -- eh, —and notwithſtanding the 
rule laid down by Mr. Proſequi, be eh-—right in the 
main, yet here it can't avail his client a whit. We 
allow—eh—we do allow, pleaſe your worſhip, that 
Fanny guoad Phzntom;—eh—had originally a right to 
a jury of gboſts ? but—eh—if ſhe did, by any act of 
her own, forfeit this right, her plea cannot be ad- 
5 „C ðòZLß» boget 


4 : Serj. Call Shadrach Bod kin. . Clerk. 
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mitted. Now, we can prove, pleaſe your worſhip, Clerk 
prove by a cloud of witneſſes, that ſaid Fanny did, 2 
- ſpecified in the indictment, ſcratch, knock, and flutter, 971 
—eh—which ſaid ſcratchings, knockings, and flu- 7 
terings — eh being operations, merely peculiar t 947 
fleſh, blood, and body —eh— we do humbly apprehend Bulk 
—eh—that by condeſcending to execute the aforeſait Scams 
operations, ſhe has wav'd her privilege as a ghoſt, and Tire 
may be try'd in the ordinary form, according to th: aw 
ſtatute ſo made and provided in the reign of, &.. Clerk 
bag . PR: | Sor. 
our worlhip's opinion. | 
Tire. Sowks the Faſtice, he is as faſt as a church. * 
Scamp. I fancy he has touch'd the tankard too much Serj, 
this morning; he'll know a good deal of what they * 7 
n ſaying. 
** ; [/s Tabs by the Clerk, aubo tells him they hav - . ” 
pleaded. ] Why the objection - oh brought by Mr. „ 
Proſequi, is (whiſpers the clerk) doubtleſs proviſionally 7 41 
a valid objection; but then, if the culprit has, by ul. of 
act of her own, defeated her privilege, as aſſerted i b = 
Mr. Serjeant's replication ; we conceive ſhe may he 855 
legally try'd—oh,— beſides— oh. —beſides, I, I, I cam Boll. 
well ſee how we could impannel a jury of ghoſts ; 0 "ay 
—oh— how twelve ſpirits, who have no body at al, 3 
can be ſaid to take a corporal oath, as requir'd by ht 
law—unleſs, indeed, as in caſe of the peerage, the Clerk 
priſoner may be try'd on their honour. 3 N 
Coun. Your worſhip's diſtinction is juſt ; knockings * 4 
ſeratchings. &c. as aſſerted by Mr. Serjeant.— N 
Serj. Aſſerted- Sir, do you doubt my inſtructions! 1 
Coun. No interruptions, if you pleaſe, Mr. Serjeant; Boas 
1 fay as aſſerted, but can aſſertions be admitted 2 Clan 
proofs ? certainly 8 your bs 
Serj. Our evidence is ready — : Bod. 
Coun. To that we object, to that we object, as Counſ” 
will anticipate FOI your worſhip Fadi. 
Serj. Your worſhip 3 "Y 
7 Why, as lf impeach the ghoſt's privileg * 2 J 
you muſt produce proofs of her ſcratchings. Bodi. 
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Clerk. Shadrach Bodkin, come into court. 


Enter Bodkin. 


Serj. Pray, Mr. Bodkin, where do you live? 

Bodkin. 1 ſojourn in Lukener's lane. 

Serj. What is your profeſſion re | 

Bodi. IJ am a teacher of the word, and a taylor. 

Scamp. Zounds, Will, it is a methodiſt. 

Tire, No, ſure! 

Scamp. By the lord Harry, it is. 

Clerk. Silence. 

Serj, Do you know any thing of Fanny the bday 
tom? 

Bodk. Yea—l do. 

Serj. Can you give any account of her thumpings, 
ſcratchings, and flutterings ? 

Bodi. Yea 
and knockings that I have heard · 

Serj. Name the times. 


Bodi. | have attended the ſpirit Fanny from the firſt 
day of her flutterings, even to the laſt ſcratch chat 


ſhe gave. 
Serj. How long may that be ? 


Bodk. Five weeks did ſhe flutter, and fix weeks did 


ſhe ſcratch. 


Scamp. Six weeks Damn it, I wonder ſhe did 


not wear out her nails. 
Clerk. Silence. 


Serj. J hope the court is convinced. 


Coun/, Hold, Maſter Bodkin, you and [ muſt have 
x little diſcourſe. A taylor, you ſay. Do you work 


at your buſineſs ? 

Bodh, No 

Counſ. Look upon me, look upon the court—Then 
your preſent trade is your teaching? 

Bodk, It is no trade. 

Counſ. What i is it, then? a calling. 

Bodk. No, it is no calling- it is rather—as I may 
ſay —a forcing—a compelling 

Counſ. By whom? 


Bodi. By the ſpirit that 1s within mr 
F 3 Scamp. 


manifold have been the ſcratchings, | 


* 
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Scamp. It is an evil ſpirit, I believe; and needs 
muſt when the devil drives, you know, Will. 


Tire. Right, Harry 

Counſ. When did you firſt feel theſe ſpiritual mo- 
tions? 

Bodk. In the town of Norwich, where I was born; 
One day as I was fitting croſs-legged on my 
ſhop-board, new ſeating a cloth pair of breeches of 
Mr. Alderman Crape's—l felt the ſpirit within me, 
moving upwards and downwards, and this way and 
that way, and tumbling and jumbling at firſt J 
thought it was the cholic 

Counſ. And how are you certain it was not? 

Bodk. I at laſt heard a voice whiſpering within me, 
crying, Shadrach, Shadrach, Shadrach, caſt away the 
things that belong to thee, thy thimble and ſheers, 
and do the things that I bid thee. 

Counſ. And you did ? 

Bodk. Yea, verily. | 

Counſ. I think I have heard a little of you, Maſter 
Bodkin ; and fo you quitted your buſineſs, your wife, 
and your children ? | 

Bod. I did. 

Counſ. You did——But then you commun'd with 
other men's wives ? 

Bodi. Yea, and with widows, 1 with maidens. 

Counſ. How came that about, Shadrach ? 

Bodi. | was moved thereunto by the ſpirit. 

Counſ. J ſhould rather think by the fleſh——1 have 
been told, friend Bodkin, that twelve became preg” 
nant —— 

Bodk. Thou art deceived——They were barely but 
nine. | 
Counſ. Why, this was an active ſpirit. 

Serj But to the point, Mr. Proſequi. 

Counſ. Well, then——you ſay you have heard thoſe 

ſcratchings and knockings ? 


Bodk Yea 
| Counſ. But why did you think they came from a 
ſpirit ? 


Bodk. Becauſe the very ſame thun ps, ſeriebis; and 
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knocks, I have felt on my breaſt-bone from the ſpirit 
within me | | 

Counſ. And theſe noiſes you are ſure you heard on 
the firſt day of January? | | | 

Bodi. Certain | 

Serj. But to what do all thoſe interrogatories tend? 

Counſ. To a moſt material purpoſe ; your worſhip. 
obſerves, that Bodkin 1s poſitive as to the noiſes made 
or. the firſt day of January by Fanny the phantom : 
now if we can prove an Alibi, that is, that, on that 
very day, at that very time, the ſaid Fanny was 
ſcratching and fluttering any where elſe, we appre- 
hend that we deſtroy the credit of this witneſs—Call 
Peter Paragraph. 
| Clerk. Peter Paragraph, come into court. 

Counſ. This gentleman in an eminent printer, and 
has collected, for the public information, every parti- 
cular relative to this remarkable ſtory ; but as he has 
the misfortune to have but one leg, your worſhip will 
indulge him in the uſe of a chair. 

Clerk, Peter Paragraph, come into court. 


Enter Paragraph. 


Counſ. Pray, Mr. Paragraph, where was you born? 

Par. Sir, I am a native of Ireland, and born and 
bred in the city of Dublin. 
 Counſ. When did you arrive in the city of London? 

Par. About the laſt autumnal equinox ; and now I 
recollect, my Journal makes mention of iny departure 
for England, in the Beſborough Packet, Friday, Octo- 
ber the tenth, N. S. or New Stile. 2 

Counſ. Oh ! then the Journal is yours? 

Par. Pleaſe your worſhip, it is; and relating there- 
to I believe I can give you a pleaſant conceit—Laft 
week I went to viſit a peer, for I know peers, and peer: 
know me. Quoth his lordſhip to me, Mr. Paragraph, 
with reſpect to your Journal, I would wiſh that your 
Paper was whiter, or your ink blacker. Quoth Ito 
the peer, by way of reply, I hope you will own there 
is enough for the money; his lordſhip was pleaſed to 
laugh. It was ſuch a pretty repartee, he, he, he, he 


14 | Tut. 
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TJuft. Pray, Mr. Paragraph, what might be your 
buſineſs in England ? 

* ug Hem -— a little love affair, - pleaſe your wor- 

Ip. 

Coun. A wife, I ſuppoſe 

Par. Something tending that way; even ſo long 
ago as January 1739-40, there paſt ſome amorous 
glances between us: the is the daughter of old Vamp 
of the Turnſtile ; but at that time I ftifled my paſ- 
on, Mrs. Paragraph being then in the land of the 
iving. | | 
Coun. She is now dead? 

Par. Three years and three quarters, pleaſe your 
worſhip: we were exceeding happy together ; ſhe 
was, indeed, a little apt to be jealous. 

Coun. No wonder 

Par. Yes: they can't help it, poor ſouls ; but not- 
withſtanding, at her death, I gave her a purdigious 
good character in my Journal. 

Coun, And how proceeds the preſent affair ? 

Par. Juſt now, we are quite at a ftand— 

Coun. How ſo? | 

Par, The old ſcoundrel her father has play'd mea 
re trick. | 

oun, Indeed ! 

Par. As he could give no money in hand, I agreed 
to take her fortune in copies; I was to have the Wits 
Vade Mecum entire; four hundred of News from the 
Inviſible World, in theets ; all that remained of Glan- 
vil upon Witches; Hill's Bees, Bardana, Brewing, 
and Balſam of Honey ; and three eighths of Robinſon 
Cruſoe. _ - 

Coun. A pretty fortune ! | 
Par. Yes; they are things that ſtir in the trade; 
but you mult know that we agreed to go halves in 
Fanny the Phantom, But whilſt I and two authors, 
whom I had hir'd to aſk queſtions, at nine ſhillings a 
night, were taking notes of the knockings at the 
houſe of Mr. Parſons himſelf, that old raſcal. Vamp 
had privately printed off a thouſand * 
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ſcratchings, purchaſed of two methodiſt preachers at 


the public houſe over the way —— 


Coun. Now we come to the. point—look upon this. 


evidence; was he preſent at Mr. Parſons's knockings ? 
Par. Never ; this 1s one of the raſcally methodiſts 
—Harkee, fellow, how could you be ſuch a ſcoundrel 


to ſell for genuine your counterfeit ſcratchings to 


Vamp ? | | 
Bad. My ſcratchin gs were the true ſcratching 


Par. Why, you lying ſon of a whore, did not I. 


buy all my materials from the girl's father himſelf ? 
Bod. What the ſpirit commanded, that did I. 
Par. What ſpirit ? 
Bodk, The ſpirit within me—— 


Par, If I could but get at you, I would ſoon try. 


what ſort of a ſpirit it i>—ſtop, you villain. 
[Exit Bodkin. 
The rogue has made his eſcape—but I will dog him, 


to find out his haunts and then return for a warrant. 
——Hais ſcratchings ! a ſcoundrel ; I will have juſtice, . 


or Ill turn his tabernacle into a pigſtye. 


[Exit Paragraph.. 


Coun. J hope, pleaſe your worſhip, we have ſuffi- 
ciently eſtabliſhed our Alibi. 


Juſt. You- are unqueſtionably entitled to a jury of 
ghoſts. ; 


Coun, Mr. Sejeant, you will provide us a liſt ? 


Serj. Let us ſee—you have no objection to Sir George 
Villars ; the evil genius of Brutus; . the. ghoſt of Ban- 


quo; Mrs. Veal. 
Coun, We object to a woman — your worſhip— 
Tuft, Why, it is not the practice; this, it muſt 


be own'd, is an extraordinary caſe. But, however, 
if, on conviction, the phantom ſhould plead preg-- 
nancy, Mrs. Veal will be admitted on the jury of 


matrons. 


Serj. I thank your worſhip: then the court is ad- 


journed. 


Terence and Dermot in an upper bor. 


Ter. By my ſhoul, but I will ſpake. 
F. 3 Der. 
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Der. Arrah, be quiet,. Terence. | "*þ 

Ter. Dibble burn me but I will; hut, hut, not 
ſpake, what thould ail me; harkee you, Mr Juſtice— 

Scamp. Hollo, what's the matter, now Will? 

Der. Leave off, honey I erence, now you are well— 

Ter Dermot, be eaſy—— 

Scamp. Hear him 
Tire. Hear him | 

Ter. Ay, hear him, hear him; why the matter is 
this, Mr. Juſtice, that little hopping fellow there, that 
Dublin Journal man is as great a liar as ever was 
born | 

Tire. How ſo? 

Ter, Ay, prithee don't bodder me; what, d'ye learn 
no more manners at Oxford college. than to flop a 
gontleman in the midſt of his ſpeech before he begins ? 
oh, for ſhame of yourſelf- Why the matter is this, 
Mr Juſtice, that there what the debble d'ye call him, 
Pia-Praragraf, but, by ny ſhoul, that is none of his 
name neither, I know the little baſtard as well as my- 
ſelf; as to Fanny the phantom, long life to the poor 
gentlewoman, he knows no more of her than the mo- 
ther that bore her - 

Suas. Indeed! good lord, you ſurprize me? 

Ter. Arrah, now, honey Suds, ſpake when you are 
ſpoke to; you ar'nt upon the jury, wy jewel, now; 
by my ſhoul you are a little too tat for a ghoſt. 
Tire. Prithee, friend Ephraim, let him go on? let's 
hear a little what he would be at- | 
Tier. I ſay, he knows nothing about the caſe that 
is litigated here, d'ye ſee, at all, at all; becaſe why, 
I hant ha been from Dublin above four weeks, or a 
month; and I ſaw him in his ſhop every day; ſo that 
how could he be here and there too? unleſs, indeed, 
he uſed to fly backwards and forwards, and that you 
ſee is impoſſible, becaſe why, he has got a wooden 
leg, T En, | 
b What the devil is the fellow about ? 

Tire. 1 ſmoke him — harkee, Terence, who do you 

take that lame man to be? 7 
| Ter. 
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Ter. Oh, my jewel. I know him well enough ſure 


by his parſon, for all he thought to conceal himſelf 


by changing his name 

Scamp.Why, it is Foote, you fool, 

Ter. Arrah, who? 

Tire. Foote. 

Ter. Fot, what the lecture- man? —— 

Tire. Ves. 

Ter. Arrah, be eaſy, honey .— 

Scamp. Nay, enquire of Suds. 

Suds, Truly I am minded 'twas he. 

Ter, Your humble ſervant yourſelf, Mr. Suds ; by 
my [koul, PII wager you three thirteens to a rap, that. 
it is no ſuch matter at all. at all. 

Scamp, Done— and be judg'd by the company. 

Ter. Done — Il aſk the orator himſelf—here he 
comes ; [Enter Foote.] Harkee, honey Fot, was it 
yourſelf that was bapping about here but now ? 

Foote, J have heard your debate, and muſt give judg- 
ment againſt you 

Ter. What, yourſelf, yourſelf ! 

Foote, It was 

Ter. Then, faith, I have loſt my thirteens—Arrah, 
but Fot, my jewel, why are you after playing ſuch 
pranks. to bring an honeſt gontelman into company 
where he is nat But what, is this ſelling of leQures 


a thriving profeſſion ? 


Foote. 1 can't determine as yet; the public have 
been very indulgent ; 1 have not long open'd. 
Ter. By my ſhoul, if it anſwers, will you be my 
pupil, and learn me the trade ? 
Foote. Willingly 
75 That's an honeſt fellow, long life to you, lad. 
| [Sits. down. 


Enter e 


| 11 Ces Here is doctor Friſcano without. 
Foote. Friſcano—— who is he? 


 M*Geo, The German phyſician from James-ſtreet. 
Foote. Well ; what is his buſineſs with me? 

McGee. He is in danger of loling his trade. | 
Foote, How ſo ? M'Gee.. 
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M*Gee. He ſays, laſt ſummer, things went on glibly 
enough, for then he had the market all to himſelf ; but 
this year there is an Italian fellow ſtarted up in the gar- 
den, that with his face and grimace has taken all his 
patients away. | 

Foote. That's hard. 

M*Geo. Dreadful——if you was to hear the poor 
man's terrible tale you would really be moved to com- 
paſſion : he ſays that his bleeding won't find him in 
bread ; and as to the tooth trade, excepting two 
ſtumps, for ſix- pence a piece, tis a month ſince he 
looked in a mouth — 

Foote. How can I help him? 

M*Geo. Why he thinks oratory will do all with the 
Engliſh ; and if you would but teach him to talk, he 
ſhould ſoon get his cuſtom again 

Foote. Can he read! 

M*Geo. Oh Lord! poor man, no. 

Foote, Well let him attend here on—— _ 
| M*Geo. He hopes you will quickly diſpatch him, for 

if he finds he can't do as a doQor, he intends to return 
to the curing of horſes again. 

Foote. Well, tell him that he may reſt aſſured, he 
ſhall either bleed or ſhoe in a fortnight. | 

| | „ [Exit M George. 
Foe. Having thus compleated our lecture on the 
eloquence peculiar to the bar, we ſhall produce one 
great group of orators, in which will be exhibited ſpe- 
cimens of every branch of the art. Vou will have, 
at one view, the choleric, the placid, the voluble, the 
frigid, the frothy, the turgid, the calm, and the cla- 
morous ; and as a proof of our exquiſite ſkill, our 
ſubjects are not ſuch as a regular education has pre- 
pared for the reception of this ſublime ſcience, but 2 
ſet of illiterate mechanics, whom you are to ſuppoſe 
aſſembled at the Robin-hood in the Butcher-row, in or- 
der to diſcuſs and adjuſt the various ſyſtems of Europe: 


27 


but particularly to determine the ſeparate intereſt of 


their own mother country. 
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6 


S C E N E, The Robin Hood. 


The PRESID ENT. 


Dermot O'Droheda, a Chairman; Tim Twiſt, a Tay- 
lor; Strap, a Shoemaker ; Anvil, a Smith ; Sam 
Slaughter, a Butcher; Catchpole, a Baliff. All 
with Pewter Pots before them. 


PRESIDEN T. 


ILENCE, gentlemen ; are your pots repleniſhed 

with porter ? ; 

All. Full, Mr. Preſident. 

Preſ. We will then proceed to the bufineſs of the 
day; and let me beg, gentlemen, that you will, in 
your debates, preſerve that decency and decorum that 
is due to the importance of your deliberations and the 
dignity of this illuſtrious aſſembley 

[Gets up, pulls off his hat, and reads the motion. 
Motion made laſt Monday to be debated to-day, 
„That, for the future, inſtead of that vulgar po- 
tation called porter, the honourable members may 


be ſupplied with a proper quantity of Iriſh uf- 


© quebagh. | | 
» Dermot O'Droheda + his mark.” 
O'aro. [Gets up.] That's I myſelf. | 


Preſ. Mr. O'Droheda. : 


O'dro. Mr. Preſident, the cafe is this; it is not be- 
caſe Tam any great lover of that ſame uſquebagh 


that J have ſet my mark to the motion; but becaſe 


I did not think it was decent for a number of gontle- 
men that were, d'ye ſee, met to ſettle the affairs of 
the nation, to be guzzling a pot of porter; to be ſure 
the liquor is a pretty ſort of a liquor enough when a 
man is hot with trotting between a couple of poles ; 
but this is anothergueſs matter, becaſe why, the head 
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is concerned; and if it was not for the malt and 
haps, dibble burn me but I would as ſoon take a drink 
from the Thames as your porter. But as to uſque- 
bagh; ah long life to the liquor—it is an exhilirator 


of the bowels, and a ſtomatic to the head: I ſay, Mr, 


Preſident, it invigorates, it ſtimulates, it—in ſhort it js 
the onlieſt liquor of life, and no man alive will die 
whilſt he drinks it. | 
[Sits down, Twiſt oets up, having à piece of pa- 
per, containing the heads of what he ſays, in his 
hat. | | | 
Freſ. Mr. Timothy Twiſt. 5 
Tim. T. Mr. Preſident, J ſecond Mr. O' Droheda' 
motion; and, fir, give me leave—lI ſay, Mr. Preſi- 
dent - [o, in his Fat give me leave to obſerve, that, 
fir, tho' it is impoſſible to add any force to what has 
been advanced by my honourable friend in the ſtraps; 
yet, fir, [/ooks in his hat again,] it may, fir, I ſay, be 
neceſſary t# obviate ſome objections that may be made 
to the motion; and firſt, it may be thought — I ſay, 
fir, ſome gentlemen may think, that this may prove 
pernicious to our manufature—ſ/ooks in his bat,] and 
the duty doubtleſs it is of every member of this illuſtri- 
.ous aſſembly to have a particular eye unto that ; but 
Mr. Preſident - fir— [looks in his bat, is confuſed, and 


fits down. ; 


Preſ. Mr. Twiſt, O pray finiſh,, Mr. Twiſt. . 
Tait. [Gets up.] I ſay, Mr. Preſident, that, fir, 


if, fr; it be conſidered that—as—l ſay — [loo in hi; 


Bat, ] I have nothing farther to ſay. {Sits down, and 


Strap gets up. 
Pre ſ. Mr. Strap. e N . 
Strap. Mr. Preſident, it was not my intention to 
trouble the aſſenibly upon this occaſion, but when | 
hear inſinuations thrown. out by gentlemen, where 
the intereſt of this country is ſo deeply concerned, 1 
own I cannot fit filent; and give me leave to ſay, fir, 


there never came before this aſſembly a point of more 


importance than this; it ſtrikes, fir, at the very root, 


fir, of your conſtitution ; for, fir, what does this mo- 
tion imply? it implies that porter, a wholeſome, do- 


meſtic 


meſtic 1 
for wt 
] had, | 
learned 
from a 


and fo 


will fit 
ders ſt 
bus. | 
here: 

the iſſu 
hear fi 
ſion of 
whiſky 


{ 


this cat 
and bl: 
I inſiſt 
thing t 

[ Me: 
and Sl: 

Pref. 

Slau⸗ 
here m 
I can't 
that th 
ſhould 
ever m 
like his 
he can' 


tho“ I. 


THE.ORATORS. 11 


meſtic manufacture, is to be probibited at once. And 
for what, ſir? for a foreign, pernicious commodity. 
Thad, fir, formerly the honour, in conjunction with my 
learned friend in the leather apron, to expel ſherbet 
from amongſt us, as I looked upon lemons as a fatal 
and foreign fruit; and can it be thought, fir, that 1 
will fit filent to this? No, fir, I will put my ſhoul- _ 
ders ſtrongly againſt it; I will oppoſe it manibus toti- 
bus. For thould this propoſal prevail, it will not end 
here: fatal, give me leave to ſay, will, I foreſee, be 
the iſſue ; and I ſhan't be ſurprized, in a few days, to 
hear trom the ſame quarter, a motion for the expul- 
ſion of gin, and a premium for the importation of 
whiſky. + 
{4 hum of apprebetice, with ſignificant nods and 
wins from the other members He fits down, 
and Anvil and another member get up together; 
ſame cry Anvil, others Jacobs. 

Preſ Mr. Anvil. 

Anvil, Mr. Preſident, fir 

[The members a'l blow their noſes, and cough ; Anvil 

talks all the while, but is not heard. 

Pre/. Silence, gentlemen ; pray, gentlemen. A wor- 
thy member is up. 

Anvil, I fay, Mr. Preſident, that if we conſider 
this caſe in its utmoſt extent [all the mimbers cough, 
and blow their noſes again,] I ſay, fir, I will Nay, 
I infiſt on being heard. If any gentleman has _ 
thing to ſay any where elſe, PII hear him. 

[ Members «ll laugh, and Anvil fits down in a 7 Fon, 
and Slaughter gets up. | | 

Preſ. Mr, Samuel Slaughter. 

Slaugh. Sir, J declare it, at the bare hearing of this 
here motion, I am all over in a ſweat; for my part 
I can't think what gentlemen mean 'by talking in 
that there manner; not but I likes that every man 
ſhould deliver his mind ; I does mine; it has been 
ever my way ; and when a member oppoſes me I 
like him 'the better for it ; it's right; 3; I am pleas'd; 
he can't pleaſe me more; it is as it ſhould be; and 
tho I differ from the honourable gentleman 5 . 

nne 
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flannel night-cap, over the way, yet I am pleaſed to 
hear him ſay what he thinks; for, fir, as I fail, it is 
always my rule to ſay what I think, right or wrong— 
la loud laugh.) Ay, ay, gentlemen may laugh, with all 
my heart, I am uſed to it, I don't mind it a farthing; 
but, fir, with regard to that there motion, I entirely 
agree with my worthy friend with the pewter pot at 
his mouth. Now, fir, I would fain aſk any gentle. 
man this here queſtion ; Can any thing in nature be 
more natural for an Engliſhman, than porter? J 
declare, Mr. Preſident, 1 think it the moſt whole- 
ſomeſt liquor in the world. 
change, let us change it for rum, a wholeſome palata- 
ble liquor, a liquor that—in ſhort, Mr. Preſident, ! 
don't know ſuch a liquor. Ay, gentlemen may ſtare; 
I ſay, and ] fay it upon my conſcience, I don't know 
ſuch a liquor. Beſides, I think there is in this here 
affair a point of law, which I ſhall leave to the con- 
ſideration of the learned, and for that there reaſon, I 
ſhall take up no more of your time. 
[He fits down, Catchpole gets up. 

Preſ. Mr. Catchpole. | 

Catch, J get up to the point of law. And though, 
fir, Jam bred to the buſineſs, I can't ſay I am pre- 
pared for this queſtion. But though this uſquebaugh, 
as a dram, may not (by name) be ſubject to a duty, 
yet it is my opinion, or rather belief, it will be conſi- 
der'd, as in the caſe of horſes, to come under the ar- 
ticle of dry'd goods But I move that another day. this 
point be debated. 

Slaugh. I ſecond the motion. 

[Catchpole gives a paper to the Prefident, who read; it. 

Preſ. Hear your motion. p 

*© That it be debated' next Thurſday, whether the 
% dram uſquebaugh is ſubjeQ to a particular duty; 
« or as the caſe of horſes, to be conſidered under the 
« article of dry'd goods” 

All. Agreed, agreed. 

Foote. And now, ladies and gentlemen, having pro- 
duced to you glaring proofs of our great ability in 
every ſpecies of oratory, having manifeſted, in the 
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perſons of our pupils, our infinite addreſs in convey- 
ing our knowledge to others, we ſhall cloſe our morn- 
ing's It ure, inſtituted for the public good, with a 
propoſal for the particular improvement of individu- 


als, We are ready to give private inſtructions to any 


reverend gentleman in his probationary ſermon for a 
lectureſhip; to young barriſters who have cauſes to 
open, or motions to make; to all candidates for the 
ſock or buſkin ; or to the new members of any of 
thoſe oratorical ſocieties with which this metropolis is 
at preſent ſo plentifully ſtock'd. 
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TO THE 


RIGHT HONOURABLE 


Granville Leveſon Gower, 


Earl Gower, Lord Chamberlain of his Ma- 
jeſty's Houſhold. 
My Loxy, | 


HE following little Comedy, founded on a ſtory 
of M. Marmontelle's, and calculated to expoſe 
the frivolity and ignorance of the pretenders to learn- 
ing, with the inſolence and vanity of their ſuperficial, 
illiberal protectors, can be addreſſed to no Nobleman 
with more propriety than to Lord Gower ; whoſe 
judgment, though elegant, is void of affettation ; and 
whoſe patronage, though powerful, is deſtitute of all 
faſtidious parade. It is with pleaſure, my Lord, that 
the public ſees your Lordſhip placed at the head of 
that department which is to decide, without appeal, 
on the moſt popular domain in the whole republic of 
letters; a ſpot that has always been diſti nguiſhed with 
affection, and cultivated with care, by every ruler the 
leaſt attentive to either chaſtiſing the morals, poliſhing 
the manners, or, what is of equal importance, ration- 
ally amuſing the leiſure of the people, 

The Patron, my Lord, who now begs your pro- 
tection, has had the good fortune to be well received 
by the public; and indeed, of all the pieces that I 
have had the honour to offer them, this ſeems to me to 
have the faireſt claim to their favour. 

But the play, ſtripped of thoſe theatrical ornaments 
for which it is indebted to your Lordſhip's indulge:.ce, 
muſt now plead its own cauſe ; nor will 1, my Lord, 
with an affected humility, echo the trite, coarſe. tho? 
claſſical compliment, of Optimus patronus peſſimus 
poeta : For if this be really true of the laſt, the firſt 
can have but ſmall pretenſion to praiſe ; patronizing 
bad poets being, in my poor opinion, full as pernicious 
to the progreſs of letters, as neglecting the good. 
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To THE 


RIGHT HONOURABLE 


Granville Leveſon Gower, 


Earl Gower, Lord Chamberlain of his Ma- 
jeſty's Houſhold. 
My Lo Rp, | 


HE following little Comedy, founded on a ſtory 
of M. Marmontelle's, and calculated to expoſe 
the frivolity and ignorance of the pretenders to learn- 
ing, with the inſolence and vanity of their ſuperficial, 
illiberal protectors, can be addreſſed to no Nobleman 
with more propriety than to Lord Gower ; whoſe 
judgment, though elegant, is void of affeftation ; and 
whoſe patronage, though powerful, is deſtitute of all 
faſtidious parade. It is with pleaſure, my Lord, that 
the public ſees your Lordſhip placed at the head of 
that department which is to decide, without appeal, 
on the moſt popular domain in the whole republic of 
letters; a ſpot that has always been diſti nguiſhed with 
affection, and cultivated with care, by every ruler the 
leaſt attentive to either chaſtiſing the morals, poliſhing 
the manners, or, what is of equal importance, ration- 
ally amuſing the leiſure of the people, 

The Patron, my Lord, who now begs your pro- 
tection, has had the good fortune to be well received 
by the public ; and indeed, of all the pieces that I 
have had the honour to offer them, this ſeems to me to 
have the faireſt claim to their favour. . 

But the play, ſtripped of thoſe theatrical ornaments 
for which it is indebted to your Lordſhip's indulge:.ce, 
muſt now plead its own cauſe ; nor will l, my Lord, 
with an affected humility, echo the trite, coarſe. tho? 
claſſical compliment, of Optimus patronus peſſimus 
poeta : For if this be hos 3 true of the laſt, the firſt 
can have but ſmall pretenſion to praiſe ; patronizing 
bad poets being, in my poor opinion, full as pernicious 
to the progreſs of letters, as neglecting the good. ? 

| | * 


\ 


DEDICATION. 


In bumble hopes, then, my Lord, of not being 
thought the meanelt in the muſes train, I have taken 
the liberty to prefix your name to this Dedication, and 
publickly to acknowledge my obligations to your 
Lordſhip ; which, let me boaſt too, I have had the 
happineſs to receive, untainted by the inſolence of do- 
meſtics, the delays of office, or the chilling ſupertority 
of rank; mortifications which have been too often 
experienced by much greater writers than myſelf, from 
much leſs men than your lordſhip. 

My Lord, I have the honour to be, with the great- 
eſt reſpe& and gratitude, 

| Your Lordſhip's moſt obliged, 

and moſt devoted, 


humble ſervant, 
Weit- End, 


ee SAMUEL FOOTE. 


_ Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Sir THoMaAs LoFTy, 


Mr. Foote. 
Sir PETER <a 


Dick BEVER, Mr. Death. 

Frank YOUNGER, Mr. Davis. 
Sir RocER DowLas, Mer. Palmer. 
„ Mr. Weſton. 
Mr. DAcrvL, Mr. Granger. 
Mr. Pur, Mr. Hayes. 
Mr. STAYTAPE, Mr. Brown. 
RoBiN, Mr. Parſons. 
Joh, Mr. Lewis. 
Two Blacks. ; 


Miſs JuLIET, ** NI Granger, 


Il 


THE 
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e I. 
Scene the Street. 


Enter Bever and Younger. 


YoUNGER. 


O, Dick, you muſt pardon me. 
Bev, Nay, but to ſatisfy your curioſity. 


Young. I tell you, I have not a jot. 


Bev. Why then to gratify me. 

Young, At rather too great an expence, 

Bev, To a fellow of your obſervation and turn, I 
ſhould think, now, ſuch a ſcene a moſt delicate treat. 

Young, Delicate ! Palling, nauſeous, to a dreadful 
degree. To a lover, indeed, the charms of the niece 
may palliate the uncle's fulſome formality. 

Bev, The uncle! aye, but then you know he is only 
one of the group · 
Young, That's true; but the figures are all finiſh'd 
alike. A maniere, a tireſome ſameneſs throughout. 

Bev. There you will excuſe me ; I am ſure there is 
no want of variety. | 

Young. No ! then let us have a detail. Come, Dick, 
give us a bill of the play. 

Bev. Firſt, you know, there's Juliet's uncle. 

| | | Young. 
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Young. What, Sir Thomas Loſty ! the modem 
Midas, or rather (as fifty dedications will tell you) the 
Pollio, the Atticus, the patron of genius, the protec 
tor of arts, the paragon of poets, decider on merit, 
chief juſtice of taſte, and ſworn appraiſer to Apollo 
and the tuneful nine. Ha, ha ! Oh, the tedious, in- 
ſipid, inſufferable coxcomb ! | 

Bev, Nay, now, Frank, you are too extravagant, 
He is univerſally allow'd to have taſte ; ſharp judging 
Adriel, the muſe's friend, hiinſelf a muſe 

Young. Taſte! by who? underling bards, that he 
feeds; and broken bookſellers, that he bribes. Look 
ye, Dick, what raptures you pleaſe when Miſs Lofty 
is your theme. but expect no quarter for the reſt of 
the family. I tell thee once for all, Lofty is a rank 
impoſtor, the Bufo of an illiberal mercenary tribe; he 
has neither genius to create judgment to diſti»guiſh, 
nor generoſity to reward; his wealth has gain'd him 
flattery from the indigent, and the haughty inſolence 
of his pretence, admiration from the ignorant. Voili 
le portrait de votre oncle. Now on to the next. 

Bew. The ingenious and erudite Mr. Ruſt. 

Young, What, old Martin, the medal-monger ? 

Bever. The ſame, and my rival in Juliet. 

Young. Rival! what, Ruſt? why, ſhe's too modem 
for him by a couple of centuries. Martin! why be 
likes no heads but upon coins. Marry'd ! the 
mummy ! Why 'tis not above a fortnight ago, that! 
ſaw him making love to the figure without a noſe, in 
Someriet-Gardens: I caught him ftroaking the marble 
plaits of her gown, and aſked him if he was not 
aſhamed to take ſuch liberties with, Ladies in public! 

Bev. What an inconſtant old ſcoundrel it is. 

| Young, Oh, a Dorimant. But how came this about! 
what could occaſion the change? was it in the power 
of fleſh and blood to ſeduce this adorer of virtù from 
his marble and porphyry ? 

Bev. Juliet has done it; and, what will ſurprize 
you, his taſte was a bawd to the buſineſs. 

Young. Priythee explain. 3 

Bev. Juliet met him laſt week at her uncle's: ap 
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little pleaſed with the Greek of her profile; but. 
he on a cloſer enquiry, he found the turn-up of her noſe 
too exactly reſemble the buſt of the Princeſs Popæa. 


5 Young. The chaſte moiety of the amiable Nero. 

lo Bev. The fame. _ & 

r Young. Oh, the deuce ! then your buſineſs was done 
in an inſtant. | « 

as Bev. Immediately. In favour of the tip, he offer- 

ing ed chart Blanche for the reſt of the figure, which, (as 


you may ſuppoſe,) was inſtantly caught at. 
hs Young. Doubtleſs. But who have we here ? 
Bev. This is one of Lofty's companions, a Weſt- 


— Indian of an overgrown fortune. He ſaves me the 
* trouble of a portrait. This is Sir Peter Pepperpot. 
ank Enter Sir Peter Pepperpot, and tuo Blacks, 

- Sir Pet. Careleſs ſcoundrels ! harkee, raſca's 1 Ill 


baniſh you home, you dogs ! you ſhall back, and 
broil in the ſun. Mr. Beyer, your huntble ; Sir, I am 
„i your entirely devoted. j 5 

y Bev. You ſeem mov'd ; what has been the matter, 
vir Ester?! | 75 | | 

Sir Pet. Matter! why, I am invited to dinner on a 
barbicu, and the villains have forgot my bottle of 
chian. 


= Young. Unpardonable. . | 
Su dir Pet, Aye, this country has ſpoil'd them; this 

boy! ſame chriſtening will ruin the colonies. . Well, dear 

n Bever, rare news, boy ; our fleet is arriv'd from the 

"yl Weſt. | | 


Bev. It is? 

Sir Pet. Ay, lad, and a glorious cargo of turtle. 
It was lucky | went to Brighthelmſtone ; | nick'd the 
time. to a hair ; thin as a lath, and a ſtomach as ſharp 
as a ſhark's : Never was in finer condition for feeding. 

Bey. Have you a large importation, Sir Peter ? 

Sir Pet. Nine; but ſeven in excellent order: The 
captain aſſures me they greatly gain'd ground on the 
voyage. Xo 
Bev. How do you diſpoſe of: them ? NE 
Sir Pet. Four to Cornhill, three. to Almack's, and 

Vox. I. | fp the 
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the two ſickly ones I ſhall ſend to my borough j 
Yorkſhire. 65 re en 2 9 0 75 
Young. Aye, what, have the Provincials a reliſh ſ ill the pe 
turtle? eee ID. x AS Young. 
Sir Pet. Sir, it is amazing how this country im. Bev, 
proves in turtle and turnpikes ; to which (give ne {ſhe Squa 
leave to fay,) we, from our part of the world, hae vir Pet 
not a little contributed. Why formerly, fir, a brace {ſnow thi: 
of. bucks, on the Mayor's annual day, was thought x de there: 
pretty moderate bleſſing. But we, ſir, bave poliſh Bev. 
their palates: Why, fir, not the meaneſt member of Sir Het 
my corporation but can diſtinguiſh the paſh from the hen poli 


Pe 1 5 iſn the v 
Young. Indeed! 


any Wo! 
aid hold 


- Sir Pet. Aye, and ſever the green from the ſhell, ublic. 
with the ſkill of the ableſt anatomiſt. dir Pet. 
Young. And are they fond of it ? 9 Bev. (C 
Sir Pet. Oh, that the conſumption will tell you Wn 
The ſtated allowance is fix pounds to an alderman, and Sir Pet. 
five to each of their wives. © ourage t] 
Bev. A plentiful proviſion. o. Bev. A 
Sir Pet. But there was never known any waſte: Hung. 
The Mayor, Recorder, and Rector, are permitted to Sir Pet, 
eat as much as they pleaſe. e bited m: 
Young. The entertainment is pretty expenſive. at been | 
Sir Pet. Land-carriage, and all. But I contriv'dto Bey, A 
ſmuggle the laſt that I ſent them. | dir Pet. 
Bev. Smuggle ! I don't underftand you. Bey. k 
Sir Pet. Why, fir, the raſcally coachman had always 't the ſol 
charged me five pounds for the carriage. Damn'd es to. 
dear! Now my cock going at the ſame time into the dir Pet, 
country, I made him clap a capuchin upon the tut- 
tle. and for thirty ſhillings. put him an infide paſſenger 
inthe DoeaSrrys: 7 IP 0 
Y ung. A happy expedient. . | 
Bew. Oh, Si. Peter bas infinite humour. 8 
1: tet Yes, but the frolick had like to have prov 
atal. Rn FR 
Tomas ere, „ 
- Sir Pet. The maid at the Rummer, at Hatßeld, 
- popp'd her head into the coach, to know if the — 
| att par 


at Lady- 
Sir Per, / 
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any would have any brekfaſt: Ecod, the turtle, fir, 
aid hold of her noſe, and ſlapp'd her face with his fins, 

ill the poor devil fell into a fit. Ha, ha, ha, 

Young. Oh, an abſolute Rabelais. 

* Bev. What, I reckon, Sir Peter, you are going to 
he Square ? 

Sir Pet. Yes ; I extremely admire Sir Thomas : you 
now this is his day of aſſembly ; I ſuppoſe you will 
de there: I can tell you, you are a wonderful favourite. 
Bev. Am 1? 
dir Pet. He ſays, your natural genius is fine; and 
hen poliſh'd by his cultivation, will ſurprize and aſto- 
iſh the world. 

Bev. I hope, fir, I ſhall have your voice ith the 
ublic. 

Sir Pet. Mine! O fye, Mr. Bever. 

Bew. Come, come, you are no inconſiderable Pa- 
ſt... 
Sir Pet. He, he, he Can't A7 but I love to en- 
ourage the arts. 5 
Bru, And have contributed largely yourſelf, 
Young. What, is Sir Peter an author? © 
Sir Pet, O fye! what me? a mere dabbler; have 
lotted my fingers, t is true. Some ſonnets, that have 
at been thought wanting in ſalt. 

Bey. And your epigrams. | 
Sir Pet. Not entirely without point 
Bev. But come, Sir Peter, the love of the arts is 
ot the ſole cauſe of your viſits to the houſe you, are 
| oing to, f | 4 Oc 

Sir Pet. I don't underſtand you. 1 wh. 

Bev. Miſs Juliet, the'niete. 35 
Sir Pet. O fye | what chance have I won Indeed | 
Lady ' Pepperpot thould happen to pop of — ' _. 
Bev. 1 don't know that. You are, Sir Peter, a 
angerous man; and were 1 a father, or ul I 
ould not be a little ſhy of your viſits. | 
Sir Pet, Pſhaw ! dear Bever, you banter. 
1 0 oF (unleſs I am extremely out i in 1 000 
jat 3 
dir Pet Hey ! wht what, dear Bever? ; * 12 


A 


(43 £ ef 


pay} 
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Bey, The inſtant I have ſettled matters with her; 
ut fix the old fellow ſo that ſhe may not be miſs'd. 

Sir Pet. I'll nail him, I warrant ; 1 have his opinion 
> beg on this manuſcript. 

Bev. Your own? 

Sir Pet. No. 

Bew. Oh ho! what ſomething new from the Doctor, 
our Chaplain? 

Sir Pet. He! no, no. O Lord, he's elop'd. 

Bev. How | 3 1 
Sir Pet. Gone. You know he was to dedicate his 
olume of fables to me: So I gave him thirty pounds 
o get my arms engrav'd, to prefix (by way of print) 


I & 


true 


king 


ol 


wee 


neger has moy d off with the money. Pl ſend you Miſs 

Bev, There, now, is a ſpecial protector; the arts, I 

hink, can't but flourith under ſuch a Mecænas. 
Young, Heaven viſits with a taſte the wealthy fool. 
Bew. True; but then to juſtify the diſpenſation, 


uſanl 


th, 
ct 
bau From hence the poor are cloath'd, the hungry fed, 
Fortunes to Bookſellers, to Aurhors bread. 

e, Al 


* Young. The diſtribution is, I own, a little unequal : 
our 


nd here comes a moſt melancholy inſtance; Poor 
Dick Dactyl, and his Publiſher, Puff. 


Enter Dactyl and Puff. 


puß. Why, then, Mr. DaQyl, carry them to ſome» 
ody elſe ; there are people enough in the trade: but 
wonder you would meddle with poetry ; you know 
t rarely pays for the paper. 

Das. And how can one help it, Mr. Puff? Get 
ius impels ; and when a man is once liſted i in the ier- 
ice of the muſes 

Puff. Why, let him give them warning as ſoon as 
e can. A pretty ſort of Service, indeed! where 
Te are neither wages nor vails. The muſes! And 
what, I ſuppoſe this is the livery they Sire.  Gadzooks, 
had rather be a waiter at Ranelagh. Lf 
i Bew, 


r ſuc 
ns 4 | 


s-ban 


defed 


le thi 
e hut 


o the frontiſpiece ; and, O grief of griefs ! the Doc- 


uliet. a [Exit, | 
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Bev. The Poet and Publiſhet at variance! Wh Taf. 
is the matter, Mr. DaQyl ? e Dad. 
| Da. As Gad ſhall judge me, Mr. Bever, as pretty ens You 


a poem, and fo polite ; not a mortal can take any of- world { 
fence ; all full of panegyric and praiſe. us'd me 


Puff. A fine character he gives of his works, Ny Puff. 
offence ! the greateſt in the world, Mr. Dactyl. P.. Dag. 
negyric and praiſe! and what will that do with the ſprang. 
publick ? why who' the devil will give money to he fellow e 
told, that Mr. Such-a-one is a wiſer or better mu Poff. 
than himſelf ? No, no; *tis quite and clean out 0 ac. 
nature. A good ſouſing ſatire now, well powderet did J fin 
with perſonal pepper, and ſeaſoned with the ſpirit of Gentlen 
party ; that demoliſhes a conſpicuous character, and kitchen, 
finks him below our own level ; there, there, we zu 2mbe! 

leaſed ; there we chuckle, and grin, and toſs , P. 

If crowns on the counter. Fes e my trad 

Dac. Les, and ſo get cropp'd for a libeł. Dad. 

Puff. Cropp'd ! aye, and the luckieſt thing ti Jeu tra 
can happen to you. Why, I would not give ty t. won! 

ence for an Author that is afraid of his ears. Writ of Swif 
ing, writing is, (as I may fay,) Mr. Dactyl, a ſo Five Se: 
of a warfare, where none can be victor that is the claflics, 
leaft afraid of a ſcar, Why zooks, fir, I never gut ter-hou 
ſalt to my porridge till I mounted at the Royal Ex Puff. 
Change. | | 5 Da#. 

Bev. Indeed! © 3 | was the 

Puff. No, no; that was the making of me. The . 
my name made a noiſe in the world. Talk of forte . Pas. 
bills, and of Hclicon ! romantic, and fabulous ſtuf virrah, 
The true Caſtalian ſtream is a ſhower of eggs, and Bro 
pillory the Poet's Parnaſſus. =» * | Dad, 
Doc. Aye, to you, indeed, it way anſwer ; bu the h: 
what do we get for our pains? aki Puff. 
2 uff. Why, what the deuce would you get? food Dad. 
fire, and fame. Why, you would not grow fat! 4 you den 
corpulent Poet is a monſter, a prodigy ! No, no; ſpat a 
diet is a ſpur to the fancy; high feeding would bull 9.75 


founder your Pegaſus. 5 
Dad. Why you impudent, illiterate raſcal ! who® 


it you dare treat in this manner? 
Puff 
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Vet Puff. Heyday | what is the matter now ? 


Dad. And is.this the return for all the obligati- 


ons you owe me? But no matter; the world, the 
world ſhall know what you Are, and how you have 
us'd me. 

N Puff. Do your wort I deſpiſe you. 

Da#.; They ſhall be told from what a dunghill you 


fellow owes. every ſhilling to me, 
Puff. To thee! 
Da#, Ay, Sitrah, to me. 1 what kind of way 


Gentlemen, his ſhop was a ſhed in Moorfields; his 


chamber, under the counter. 

puff. 1 ark was fond of ener ; I ever minded 
my trade. 

Dad. Your trade ! 14 pray With what ſtock did 
you trade ? I can give you the catalogue; I believe 
it won't overburthen my memory. TwO odd volumes 
of Swiſt z the Life of Moll Flanders, with cuts; the 
Five Senſes, printed and coloured by Overton ;z a few 
claſſics, thumb'd and blotted by the boys of the Char- 
wy uſe; with the trial of Dr. ee, 

Puff. Malice. til: 

Das. Then, Sirrah, I gave you. my Canning 3. 
was the firſt ſet. ron afloat. | 

. Puff, A grub. | 

Dad. And it is 206 only wy writings: You know, 
dirrah, what you owe to my phyſick. 

Bev, How | a phyſician ? | 

Dad. Yes, Mr. Bever; phyſick and E. . veal 
is the patron of both: en, per or 7 

Puff. His phyſic! 

Dad. My phyſick |,” mY mn phyſick: Why dare 
you deny it. y you raſcal! Yew have 108 forget my 
powders 2 flatulent crudities ? 


. N 


4 My coſinetic i lounge, and ſu gar plumb 7 


1 * o 0. , {5 


"4 
7 'G 5 ; Dad. 
. 1 2 1 
» 4 
* - 


h the ſprang. Gentlemen, if there be faith in a ſinner, that | 


did 1 find you? then where and what was your ſtate ? 
kitchen, a broken pipkin of charcoal; and his bed- 
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Das. My coral for cutting of teeth, my potions, my 
lotions, my pregnancy- ge, with wy paſte for ſu- 
perfluous hairs 7 

Puff. No, no; have you done? | 

Da#, No, no, no; but I believe this wall ſuffice 
for the preſent. 

Puff, Now would not any mortal believe that 1 ow'd 
my all to this fellow ? + 

Bev. Why indeed, Mr. Puff, the balance does ſeem 
in his favour. 

Puff. In his favour! why you death give any: credit 


to him; A reptile, a bug that owes | bd being 
to me. 


Dad. I, I, I! | 

Puff. You, you | What 1 ſuppoſe you 5 
your garret in Wine-office- court, when you furniſh'd 
paragraphs for the Hirnen. on. at ons 6 eurrg 
dozen. Z W 5 x 

- Da#. Fiction. 

Puff. Then did not 1 ger. you lint W of 
caſualties to the Whitehall and St. umn but 
that poſt your lazineſs loſt you. Gentlemen, he ne- 

ver brought them a robbery till the highwayman was 
going to be hang'd; a birth till the chriſtening was 
over; nor a death till the batchment was up- 

Dat. Mighty well! | 

Puff. And now becauſe ehe fellow Las got a little 
in fleih, by being puff to the playhouſe this winter, 
(to which, by the bye, I got him appointed) he is as 
proud nd as vain as Voltaire: But 1 ſhall Joon have 
him under ; the vacation will come. 

Dad. Let it 

Puff. Then I ſhall bere kim ſubakin] | and etioging, 
e about me, and begging a bit of Tranflation- 

Dad I beg, I, for tranſlation! 

\ Puff. No, no, not 4 line; not if ou would: do it 
for two-pence a ſheet, No boiPd beef and | carrot at 
mornings ; no more cold pudding and porter- You 
may take your leave of my ſhop. 

Dat. Your ſhop! then at | parting I will leave you 
a legacy. 


Bev. 


Bew. ( 
Puff. 
Dadt. 
Bew. 

Young. 


9 


it is a {Cc 


Bev. 
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Bev. O fye, Mr. DaQyl! 

Puff. Let him alone. 

Dad. Pray, Gentlemen let me do myſelf juſtice. 

Bev. Younger, reſtrain the Publiſher's fire. 

Young, Fie, Gentlemen, ſuch an illiberal combat: 
it is a ſcandal] to the republic of letters. 

Bev, Mr. DaQyl, an old man, a mechanic be- 
neath | 

Da#. Sir, I am calm; that thought has reſtor'd 
me. To your infignificancy you are indebted for ſafe 
ty. But what my generoſity has ſaved, my pen ſhall 
deſt roy. | | 

Puff. Then you muſt get ſomebody to mend it. 

Dae. Adieu! | 2 

Puff. Farewell ! | [Exeunt ſeverally. 

Bev. Ha, ha, ha I come, let us along to the Square. 


Blockheads with reaſon wicked wits abhor, 
But dunce with dunce is barb'rous civil war. 
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A C T I. 
Scene Con TINUES. 
Enter B E VIE R and YounGER, 


| YouNGER. . 
P OO R Dactyl! and dwells ſuch mighty rage 
15 in little men? J hope there is no danger of blood- 

. | | OS. 

Bew. Oh, not in the leaſt: The gens vatum, the na- 
tions of poets, though an irritable, are yet a placable 
people. Their mutual intereſts will ſoon bring them 
JW | | 

Young. But ſhall not we be late ? The critical ſenate 
is by this time aſſembled. = 

Bev. I warrant you, frequent and full ; where 


Stately Bufo puff 'd by ev'ry quill, 
Sits like Apollo, on his forked hill. 


But you know muſt wait for Miſs Lofty ; I am now 
totally directed by her; ſhe gives me the key to all Sir 
Thomas's foibles, and preſcribes the moſt proper me- 
thod to feed them ; but what good purpoſe that will 
produce | 
Young. Is ſhe clever, adroit? -— 

Bev. Doubtleſs. I like your aſking the queſtion 
of me. | r 

Young. Then pay an implicit obedience: The La- 
dies, in theſe caſes, generally know what they are 
about. The door opens. Wo 
Bev. It is Juliet, and with her old Ruſt. Enter, 
Frank: You know the Knight, ſo no introduction is 


wanted. [Exit Younger.] I ſhould be glad to _ 
| , | | 15 
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this reverend piece of lumber make love; the court- 
ſhip muſt certainly be curious. Good manners, ſtand 
by; * ow leave I will liſten a little. 

þ [Bever retires. ] 


4 
e 


Ju. And your colllictivn l is large? 

Ruft. Moſt curius and capital. When, Madam, 
will you give me leave to add your charms to my ca- 
talogue } 

Jul. O dear ! Mr. Ruſt, I ſhall but diſgrace it. 
| Beſides, Sir, when 1 marry, I am reſolved to have my 
e huſband all to myſelf: Now for the poſſeſſion of your 
heart I ſhall have too many competitors. 

Rui. How, Madam ! were Prometheus alive, and 
would animate the Helen that ſtands in my hall, ſhe. 
ſhould not coſt me a ſigh. 

2 Ju Aye, Sir, there lies my greateſt misfortune. 
Had 1 only thoſe who are. alive to contend with, 
by aſſiduity, affection, cares, and careſſes, I might 
ſecure my conqueſt; though that would be difficult; 
for 1 am, convinc d, were you, Mr. Ruſt, put up by 
Preſtage to auQion, the Apollo Belvidere would not 
draw a greater number of bidders. | 
Ru. Would that were the caſe, Madam, fo I might 
be thought a proper e to the Venus de Me- 
dien 
ir 750 . The flower of rhetoric, and pink of polite- 
i neſs. | But my fears are not confined to the living; 
4 for every nation and age, even painters and ſtatua- 
ries, conſpire againſt me. Nay, when. the pantheon 
itſelf, the very goddeſſes riſe up as my rivals what, 


r . 
EI 
< 


2K 
$7 
1 + 
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, ; 
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_ chance has a mortal like me? I ſhall cer tainly 

laugh in his face [Afide.] 

A* Ruſt. She is a delicate ſubject.— — Goddeſſes, 

re Madam! zooks, had. you been on Mount Ida when 
Paris decided the conteſt, the Wb a bad 

ei, pleaded for the pippin in vain. 


Jul. Extravagant gallantrß. | 
his Nu. In you, Madam, are concenter d all the beau- 
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ties of the Heathen mythology : The open Hoke” of 
Diana, the luſtre of Pallas s eyes —— | | 

Jul. Oh, Sir! - WOT NT: « 

Ruß. The chromatic muſic of Clio, the N 
graces of Hebe, the empereal port of queen Juno, 
with the delicate dimples of Venus. 

Jul. I ſee, Sir, antiquity has not engroſpnd all your 
attention: You are no novice in the nature of wo- 
man. Incenſe, I own, is grateful to molt of my ſex; 


but there are times when adoration may be diſpens 
with. 


Rift. Ma'am! 2 N 

Jul. I ſay, Sir, when we women willingly wa ve 
* tank in the ſkies, and with to be Kane; as mor. 
tals. 

Ruft. Doubtleſs, Madam: And are you wanting in 
materials for that? No, Madam; ; as in dignity: on 
ſurpaſs the Heathen divinities, ſo 1 in the charms o 
traction you beggar the queens' of the earth. Tbe 
whole world, at different periods, has Be Tau Its 
ſeveral beauties to form, 11 8 

= The deuce it has! [Afide.] 18 

Ru fl. See there the ripe [Hide] Verses wind 
to the delicate ſoftneſs 4 Europe. In you, Madam, 
I burn to poſſeſs Cleopatra's alluring glances, the 
Greek profile of queen by e the Roman noſe 
of the empreſs Poppza. „ 


Jul. With the majeſtic march of queen Beſs. Mer 


cy on me, what a wonderful creature am 1! 
Ruft. In ſhort, Madam, not a feature' 100 bave, 
but recalls to my mind ſome trait in a medal or buſt. 
Jul Indeed! Why, by your account, I muſt be 
an abſolute olio, a perfect ſalamongundy of charms. 


Ruſt. Oh, Madam, how can you demean, . as 1 may 


ſay, undervalue 

Jul. Value! there is the thing; and to tell * the 
truth, Mr. Ruſt, in that word value lies my greateſt 
objeRion. oy 


Ruft. I don't e you. _ te, l yok BODE? 


Jul. Why then I will explain myſelf It has been 


ſad, and I believe with ſome ſhadow of truth, that 
no 


yotion 
of ſinn 
life ar 
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of 
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no man is a hero to his yalet de chamber; now I am 
afraid when you and I grow a little more intimate, 
which 1 ſuppoſe muſt be the cafe if you proceed on 
your plan, you will be horribly diſappointed in your 
high expectations, and ſoon diſcover this Juno, this 
Cleopatra, and princeſs Poppæa, to be as Arrant a mor- 
tal as madam your mother. * 
Ruft, Madam. I, I, | | 
Jul. Your patience a moment. Being therefore de- 
firous to preſerve your devotion, I beg, for the future, 
ou would pleaſe to adore at a diſtance. 
Ruft To Endymion, Madam Luna once likened. 
Jul. Aye! but he was another kind of a mortal; 
you may do very well as a votary 3 but for a huſband 
——Mmercy upon me! 
Rufl, Madam, you are not in carnal not ſerious! 
Jul. Not ſerious ! Why have you the ieee to 
think of marrying a goddeſs? t 
Ruff. J ſhould hope- ; 
Jul. And what ſhould you hope? I find 1 te 
yotion reſembles that of the world: When the power 
of ſinning is over, and the ſprightly firſt-runnings of 
life are rack d off, you offer the vapid dregs to your 
deity. No, no; you may, if you pleaſe, turn monk 
in my ſervice. One vow, I believe, you will obſerve 
better than moſt, of them, Chaſtity, _ 
Ruft, Permit me 
Jul. Or, if you muſt marry, take your Julia, your 
Portia, 'or Flora, your Fum-fam from China, or your 
Egyptian Oſiris. „Fou have long paid your ore to 


them, 
Ruß. Marry ! what, marble ? 55 
Jul. The propereſt wives in the world; you can't 
chooſe amiſs 3 ene will ſupply yu with a chat you" 
want! 
Ruſt. Your wels an adn conſented. | 
Jul. That is more than ever his niece will. Con- 
ſented! and to what? To be ſwath'd to a mould' ring 
mummy ; or to be lock d up. like your medals, to canker 
and ruſt in a n Nose no 3 1 was made he 
| | the 
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* world, and the world ſhall not be robb'd of its 
right. 

Bev. Bravo, Julier Gad, ſhe's. A Kas- Hits girl. 

Jul. My profile, indeed ! No, fir when I marry, 1 
maſt have a man that will meet my full face. 

R. Might | be heard for a moment? 

Jul. To what end? You ſay, you have Sir Tho- 
mas Lofty's conſent ; I tell you, you can never have 
mine. You may ſcreen me from, or expoſe me to, 
my uncle's reſentment ;. the choice is your own : If 
you lay the fault at my door, you will doubileſs, 
greatly diſtreſs me; but take the blame on 3 
and I ſhall own myſelf extremely oblig'd to . 

Kut. How confeſs myſelf in the fault? 

Jul. Aye; for the beſt thing a man can 1 when 
he finds he can't be belov'd, is to take care he is not 
heartily hated. There is no other alternative.” 

Ruft. Madam, I ſha'n't break my word. with Sir 
Thomas. 

Ful. Nor I with myſelf. 80 . end of our 
conference. Sir your very obedient . 

Rufll. Madam, 1, J. dos aha. is, let t me—But no 

matter, Your ſervant. An 


Jul. Hs, ha, ha 


E nter Bever from „um, 


Bew. Ha, ha, ba! Incomparable juliet ! * 
the old dotard trembled and totter d; he could not 
— been more enflam'd, had he. deen robb'd of his 

_ 

Jul. Aye ; was ever goddeſs ſo familiarly us'd 2 3s 
my conſcience, I began to be afraid that he would 
treat me as the Indians do their dirty divinities; when- 
ever they are Af to their prayers they. beat and abuſe 
them, | | N at r en 

Bev. 1 afier all, we are i fe uten fu 
tion: 1 org | | 
| Tl. Vow 1 
. Bew. I have my fears. 
Jul. 80 ha ve not J. 


| Jul 
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Bev. Your uncle has reſolv'd that you ſhould be 
marry'd to Ruſt, | 

Jul. Aye, he may my 3 but it ad that muſt ex- 
ecute. 

Bev. But ſuppoſe he has given bis word ? 

Jul. Why then let him recal it again. 

Bev. But are you ſure you ſhall have courage e- 
nough 

Jul. To ſay No ? That requires much reſolm im, 
indeed. 

Bev. Then I am at the heighth of my hopes. 

Jul. Your hopes ! Your hopes and your fears are 
ill- founded alike. 

Bew. Why you are determined not to be his. 

Fal. Well, and what then? 

Bev. What then! why then you will be mine. 

Jul. Indeed! and is that the natural conſequence ; 
whoever won't be his, muſt be 2 1s that the logic 
of Oxford ? | 

Bev. Madam, I did flatter myfelſ— 

Jul. Then you did very wrong, indeed; Mr. Be- 
ver: You ſhould ever guard againſt flattering your- 
ſelf ; for of all dangerous paraſites, ſelf is the worſt. 

Bev. I am aftoniſh'd ! 

Jul. Aſtoniſn'd 1 you are mad, I believe ! Why, 1 
have not known you a month: It is true, my uncle 
ſays your father is his friend; your fortune, in time, 
will be eaſy ; your figure is not remarkably faulty ; 
and as to your underſtanding,. paſſable enou ugh for a 
young fellow who has not ſeen much of the world; 
but when one talks of a huſband— Lord it's quite 
another ſort of a——Ha, ha, ha ! Poor felt how 
he ſtares ! he ſtands like a ſtatue! 

Bev. Statue ! Indeed, Madam, Tam w_ near pe- 
trified. 

Jul. Even then you wit make. as good a ' huſband 
as Ruſt. But go, run, and join the aſſembly within: | 
Be attentive to every word, motion, and look of my 
uncle's ; be dumb when he ſpeaks, admire all he ſays, 
laugh when he ſmirks, bow when he ſneezes; in 
thort, fawn, flatter and * z don't be afraid of 
hone over- 
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over-loading his ſtomach, for the Knight has a noble 


digeſtion, and you will find ſome there who will keep 
you in countenance. | 

Bew. I fly. So then, Juliet, your intention was 
aul to tr 

Jul. Don't plague me with impertinent queſtions ; 
march ; obey my directions. We muſt leave the iſſue 
to Chance: a greater friend to mankind than they 
are willing to own. Oh, if any.thing new ſhould 
occur, you may come into the drawing-room for fur- 
ther inſtruCtions, 


[Exeunt ſeverally, 
ScENE a Room in Sir Tn OMAS Lor TY's Houſe. 


Sir Thomas, Ruſt, Puff, DaQyl, and others, „ A 
wered fitting. 


? 


Sir Tho. Nothing new to-day from Parnaſſus? 
Dad. Not that I hear. 
Sir Tho, Nothing critical, ae or. poli- 
tical? _ 

Puff. Nothing, | 

Sir Tho. Then in this diſette, this dearth of inven- 
tion, give me leave, Gentlemen, to diſtribute my 
ſtores. I have here in my hand a little ſmart, ſatyrical 
epigram ; new, and prettily pointed : In ſhort, a pro- 
duction. that Martial himſelf would not have * to 
acknowledge. 

Ruft Your own, Sir Thomas ? 1 

Sir Tho. O fie! no; ſent me this morning, ano- 
nymous. 

Dad. Pray, Sir Thomas, let us have it. 

All. By all means; by all means. 


Sir Tho. 3 


Think'ſt thou, fond Phillis, Strephon | told thee erve, 


Angels are, painted fair, to look like you: 

Another ſtory all the town will tell; _...._._. 

Phillis paints fair — to look like an an- gel. 
All. Fine ! fine ! very fine! 


Dag. Such an eaſe and arte 
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Puff. The turn ſo unexpected and quick. 

Ruft. The ſatyr ſo poignant. | 

Sir Tho. Ves; I think it poſſeſſes, in an eminent de- 
gree, the three great epigrammatical requiſites; bre- 
vity, familiarity, and ſeverity. | 


Phillis paints fair — to look like an an- gel. 


Das. Happy! Is the Phillis, the ſubjeR, a ſecret ? 


Sir Tho. Oh, dear me! nothing perſonal ; no an, 


impromptu z a mere jeu deſprit. 

Puff. Then, Sir Thomas, the ſecret is out z it is 
your own, 

Dad, That was obvious enough. 

Puff. Who is there elſe could have wrote it? 

Ruſt. True, true. 

dir 750. The name of the Author i is needleſs So 
it is an acquiſition to the re public of letters, any Gen- 
tleman may claim the merit that will. | 

Puff. What a noble contempt ! 

| Dad: What greatneſs of mind! 

Ruſt. Scipio and Lælius were the Roman 8 
Why, I 3 believe Sir J homas has been the mak- 
ing of half the Authors in town: He is, as ] may 
ſay, the great manufacturer; the other Poets are but 
Pedlars, that live by retailing his wares. ; 
Al. Ha, ha, hal well obſerv'd. Mr. Ruſt. 

Sir Tho. Ha, ha; ha ! Molie atque facetum. Why, 
to purſue the metaphor, if dir Thomas Lofty was to 
call in his poetical debts, I believe there would be a 
good many bankrupts in oe Muſes Gazette. 

All. Ha, ha, ha! 


Sir. Tho. But, 3 Gemlamen ; with regard 


to the eclipſe: You found my  — Gas... 

Dat. To a digit. 

Sir. 750. Total darkneſs, 11 aa binds 7 
to rooſt! Thoſe Philomaths, thoſe Alinanack-makers, 
are the moſt ignorant raſcals— 

Puff. It is amazing whate . Thomas s Loy fores 
all bis ge. 1 74: 1 
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Dact. It is wonderful how the mind of man can con- 
tain it. FTE On Ot YIRE CY \. 
Sir Tho, Why, to tell you the truth, that circum- 
ſtance has a good deal engag'd my attention; and! 
believe you will admit my method of ſolving the phe- 
nomenon philoſophical and ingenious enough. 
Puff. Without queſtion. L 
All. Doubtleſs. 7 . 5 
Sir Tho. [ ſuppoſe, Gentlemen, my memory, or 
mind, to be a cheſt of drawers, a kind of bureau; 
where, in ſeparate cellules, my different knowledge on 
different ſubjeRs is ſtor'd. I Bn, 
Ruſt. A prodigious diſcovery ! 
Al. Amazing! | 
Sir Tho, To this cabinet, volition, or will, has a 
key; ſo when an arduous ſubject occurs, I unlock my 
bureau, pull out the particular drawer, and am-ſup- 
plied with what l want in an inſtant. 
Dad. A Malbranch ! OO FTP Wi 
ff. A Boyle! | 
All. A Locke! 
| Enter Servant, | 
Ker. Mr. Bever. | TN SEES, Exit. 
Sir 70. A young Gentleman from Oxford, recom- 
mended to my care by his father. The univerſity bas 
given him a good ſolid Doric foundation; and when 
he has receiv'd from you a few Tuſcan touches, the 
Tonic and Corinthian graces, I make no doubt but he 
will prove a compoſite pillar to the republic of letters. 
[Enter Bever.) This, Sir, is the ſchool from whence 
fo many capital maſters have iſſued ; the river that en- 
riches the regions of ſcience. 
Da, Of which river, Sir Thomas, you are the 
ſource ; here we quaff: Et purpureo bibimus ore nec- 
een Ne Haig ent one 
Sir Tho, Purpures! Delicate, indeed! Mr. DaQyl. 
Do you hear, Mr. Bever? Bibimus ore nectar. Tou, 
young Gentleman, muſt be inſtructed to quote; no- 
thing gives a period more ſpirit than a happy Latin 
quotation, nor has indeed a finer effect at the head of 
| dan 
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an eſſay. Poor Dick Steel | I have oblig'd him with 
many a motto for his fugitive pieces. $9140 

Puff Aye, and with the contents too, or Sir Richard 
is foully bely'd. | | | 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Sir Roger Dowlas. = | 

Sir Tho. Pray deſire him to enter. [Fxit Servant.] 
Sir Roger, Gentlemen, is a conſiderable Eaſt-India 
proprietor ; and ſeems deſirous of collecting, from this 
learned aſſembly, ſome rhetorical flowers, which he 
hopes to ſtrew, with honour to himſelf, and advantage 
to the Company, at Merchant-Taylors-Hall. [Enter 
Sir Roger Dowlas.] Sir Roger, be ſeated. This 
Gentleman has, in common with the greateſt orator 
the world ever ſaw, a ſmall natural infirmity ; he ſtut- 
ters a little : But I have preſcrib'd the ſame remedy 
that Demoſthenes uſed, and don't deſpair of a radical 
cure. Well, Sir, have you digeſted thoſe general 
. | 

Sir Rog. Pr--ett--y well, 1 am obli--g'd to you, Sir 
Thomas. Ti ee 

Sir Tho. Have you been regular in taking your tinc- 
ture of ſage, to give you confidence for ſpeaking in 
public ? | e 

Sir Rog, Y--es, Sir Thomass. a 
Sir Tho. Did you open at the laſt General Court? 

Sir Rog. I attem--p--ted fo--ur or fi--ve times. 

Sir Tho, What hinder'd your progreſs? _ 

Sir Rog. The pe--b--bles. 61 | 

Sir Tho. Oh, the pebbles in his mouth. But they 


are only put in to praQiſe in private; you ſhould take 
them out when you are addrefling the public. 
Sir Nag. Yes; Iwill, for the fu- ture. 


Sir Tho. Well, Mr. Ruſt, you had a *#te-a-ttte with 
my niece. A-propos, Mr. Bever, here offers a fine oc- 
caſion for you; we ſhall take the liberty to trouble 
your Muſe on their nuptials: O Love! O Hymen! 


here prune thy purple wings; trim thy bright torch. 


Hey, Mr. Bever ? 


. Bev, My talents are at Sir Thomas Lofty's direQi- 
| on 3 
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on; tho I muſt deſpair of producing any performance 
worthy the attention of ſo compleat a judge of the e- 
legant arts. 

Sir Tho, Too modeſt, good Mr. Bever. Well, Mr. 
Ruſt, any new acquiſition, ſince our laſt meeting, to 
your 'matchleſs colleQion? 

Ruft. Why, Sir Thomas, I have both loſt and gain'd 
fince I ſaw you. 

dir Tho, Loſt! Tam ſorry for that. 

Ruſt, The curious farcophagus, that was ſent me 
6 Naples, by Signor Belloni 

Sir Tho. You mean the urn that was ſuppoſed to con- 
tain the duſt of Agrippa! 

Ruſt. Suppoſed! no doubt but it did! 


Sir Tho, IJ hope no ſiniſter accident to that ineſtima- 
ble relic of Rome. 


Ruft. It's gone. 

Sir Tho. Gone! oh, illiberal ! What, ftolen, I ſup· 
poſe, by ſome Connoiſſeur? _ 

Ruſt. Worſe, worſe! a prey, a martyr to ignorance: 
A. houſemaid that I hired laſt week. miſtcok it for a 
broken green chamber-pot, and fent it away in the 
duſt-cart. 

Sir Tho. She merits impaling. Oh, the Hun! 

Da#, The Vandal! 

All. The Viſigotht | 

Ruft. But I have this day acquir'd Strata that 
will in ſome meaſure make me amends. 

Sir Tho. Indeed ! what can that be? 

Puff. That muſt be ſomething curious, indeed. 

Nuß. It has coſt me infinite trouble to get it. 

Dadt. Great rarities are not had without pains. 

Ruft. It is three months ago ſince got the firſt ſcent 
of it, and I have been ever ſince on the bunt but all 
to no purpoſe. 

Sir Tho. Lam quite upon < thine till I ſee it. 

Ruſt, And yeſterday, when I had given it over, when 
all my hopes were grown deſperate, it fell into my 


hands, by the moſt unexpected and wonderful acci- 
2 
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Sir Tho. Quod optanti divum promittere nemo 
Auderet, volvenda dies en attulit ultro. 
Mr. Bever, you remark my quotation ? 


8 Moſt happy. Oh, Sir, nothing you ſay can 
be loſt. | 

Ruſt. J have brought it here in my pocket; I am no 
churl; I love to pleaſure my friends. | 

Sir Tho, You are, Mr. Ruſt, extremely obliging. 

All. Very kind, very obliging, indeed. 

Ruff, It was not much hurt by the fire. 

Sir Tho, Very fortunate. | 

Ruſt. The edges are ſoil'd by the link; but many of 
the letters are exceedingly legible. 

Sir Rog. A li--ttle roo--m, if you p--leaſe. | 

Ruff. Here it is; the precious remains of the very 
North-Briton that was burnt at the Royal Exchange. 
vir Tho. Number Forty-five? 

Ruſt, The ſame. 

Bev. You are a lucky man, Mr. Ruft. 
Kauft. | think ſo. But, Gentlemen, I hope I need 
not give you a caution: ' Huſh— filence—no words on 
this mattere £7 EU 

Dad. You may depend upon us. „ 

Ruſt. For as the paper has not ſuffered the law, I 
don't know whether they may not ſeize it again. 

Sir Tho. With us you are ſafe, Mr. Ruſt. Well, 
young Gentleman, you ſee we cultivate all branches of 
. ſcience. Ar OTC | 

Bev. Amazing, indeed! But when we conſider you, 
Sir Thomas, as the directing, the -ruling planet, our 
wonder ſubſides' in an inftant. Scierce firſt ſaw the 
day with Socrates in the Attic portico ; her early years 
were ſpent with Tully, in the Tuſculan ſhade ; but 
her ripe, mature hours, ſhe enjoys with Sir Thomas 
Lofty, near Cavendiſh-ſquare. 

Sir Tho. The moſt claſſical compliment I ever re- 
ceiv d. Gentlemen, a philoſophical repaſt attends 
your acceptance within. Sir Roger, you'll lead the 
way. [Exeunt all but Sir Thomas and Bever.] Mr. 
Bever, may I beg yourear for a moment ? Mr- Bever, 
the friendſhip I have for your father, ſecured you, at 


þ | ; 
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firſt, a gracious reception from me; but what 1 then 
paid to an old obligation, | is now, Sir, due to your 
own particular merit. 


Bev. I am happy, Sir Thomas, if — 


Sir Tho. Your patience. There is in you, Mr. Be- 
ver, a fire of imagination. a quickneſs of apprehenſion, 
a ſolidity of judgment. join'd to a depth of diſcretion, 


that I never yet met with in any ſubject at your time 


of life. 

Bew. I hope! ſhall never forfeit — 

Sir 740. | am ſure you never will; and to give you 
a convincing proof that I think ſo, | am now going to 


life. 

Bev Your confidence does me great honour. 

Sir Tho. But this muſt be on a certain condition. 

Bev. Name it. 

Sir Tho. That you give me your ſolemn promiſe to 
comply with one requeſt I ſhall make you. 

Bev. There is nothing Sir Thomas Lofty. can aſk, 
that 1 ſhall not chearfully grant. 

Sir Tho. Nay. in fact, it will be ſerving yourſelf. 

Bev. I want no ſuch inducement. 

Sir Tho. Enough. But we can't be too private. * 
[Shuts che deor,) Sit you down. Tor Chriſtian 
name, I think is — | 

Bev. Richaid. 

Sir Tho True; the fame as your SO Come, 
let us be familiar. It is, I think, dear Dick, acknow- 
ledg'd that the Engliſh have reach'd the higheſt pitch 
of perfection in every department of writing but one — 
the dramatic. 

Bev. Why, the French critics are a little ſevere. 

Sir Tho, And with reaſon. Now, to reſcue our cre- 
dit, and at the ſame time give my country a model, 

[ fhews a manuſcript, ſee here. ö 
Bev. A play? 7 
* 1ho. A chef Sauce, 
Bev. Your own? 
Air T bo. NEW lower. 1 am a the author, : 3 
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truſt you with the moſt important ſecret of * whole 


ſupporte 
Bev, 
Sir 72 
piece h 
houſe, : 
Bev. 
cir 7. 
Bev. 
port it. 
Sir 7. 


want nc 


is a WT! 
he pro 
and ver 
the pu 
knowin 
Bev. 
Sir 7 
tronize 
curtain 

| this ev! 


THE-PATRON. 143 
Bev. Nay, then there can be no doubt of its me- 


rit. | | | 
Sir Tho, I think not. You will be charm'd with 
the ſubject. 1 | | | 1 

Bew. What is it, Sir Thomas? | | 

Sir Tho. I ſhall ſurprize you. The ſtory of Robin- 
ſon Cruſoe. Are not you ſtruck ? | 

Bev. Moſt prodigiouſly. 5 | 

Sir Tho. Yes; I knew the very title would hit you. 
You will find the whole fable is finely conducted, and 
the character of Friday, quaiis ab incepto, nobly 
ſupported throughout. 

Bev. A pretty difficult taſk. „„ 

Sir Tho, True; that was not a bow for a boy. The 
piece has long been in rehearſal at Drury-lane play- 
houſe, and this night is to make its appearance. 

Bev. To- night? 

Sir Tho. This night. 


Bev. I will attend, and engage all my friends to ſup- 


port it. | 3 | 
Sir Tho. That is not my purpoſe; the piece will 
want no ſuch aſſiſtance. 
Bev. I beg pardon. wt | | 
Sir Tho. The manager of that houſe (who, you know, 


is a writer himſelf) finding all the anonymous things 


he produc'd (indeed ſome of them wretched enough, 


and very unworthy of -him), plac'd to his account by 
the public, is determin'd to exhibit no more without 
knowing the name of the author. | 

Bev. A reaſonable caution. 

Sir Tho Now, upon my promiſe (for I appear to pa- 
tronize the play) to announce the author before the 
curtain draws. up, Robiaſon Cruſoe is advertis'd for 


| this evening. : 
Bev. -Oh, then you-will acknowledge the piece to be 


your's ? 

Sir Tho. No. 

Bev. How then? 

Sir Tho. My deſign is to give it to you. 
Bev. To me. 

Sir Tho, To you. 


* 
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Bev. What, me the author of Robinſon Cruſoe ! 
Sir Tho. Aye. 

Bev. Lord, Sir Thomas, it will never gain credit: 
So compleat a production the work of a ſtripling! Be. 
ſides, Sir, as the merit is yours, why rob yourſelf of 
the glory? 

Sir Tho, T am entibely indifferent to that. 

Bev. Then why take the trouble ? 

Sir Tho. My fondneſs for letters and love "M my 
country. Beſides, dear Dick, though the pauci & f. 
ledti, the choſen few, know the full value of a perfor- 
mance like this, yet the ignorant the profane (by 
much the majority) will be apt to think it an occupꝛ 
tion ill ſuited to my time of life. 

Bev, Their cenſure is praiſe. 

Sir Tho. Doubtleſs. But indeed my principal motive 
is my friendſhip for you. You are now a candidate 
for literary honours, and J am determin'd to fix your 
fame on an immoveable baſs. 

Bev. You are moſt exceflively kind; but there i: 
ſomething ſo diſengenuous in ſtealing reputation fron 
another man. 

Sir Tho Idle punQilio! 

Bev. It puts me ſo in mind of the daw in the fable 

Sir Tho. Come, come, dear Dick, 1 won't ſuffer 
your modeſty to murder your fame. But the company 
will ſuſpe& ſomething ; we will join them, and pro- 
claim you the author. There, keep the copy ; to you 
I confign it for ever; it ſhall be a ſecret to lateſt poſte 
rity. You will be ſmother'd with praiſe by our friends; 
they ſhall all in their bark to the playhouſe; and 
there, | 

Attendant fail, 
Purſue the triumph, and partake the gale. 
[EEx eum. 
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(by o ends the firſt At. Come, How for the feotnd. 
ups Act the ſecond. ſhe wing, the coxccuib has 


prefac d every act with an argument too, in humble 
imitation, I warrant, of Mont. Diderot. Shew in 
tive MY the fatal effects of diſobedience to parents; with, 
date ſuppoſe, the diverting ſcene of a gibbet; an entertain» 
our ing ſubjeR for comedy. And the blockhead i is as pro- 
lx; every ſcene as long as a bomily. Let's ſee ; how 
e ö does this end? Exit Crufoe, and enter ſome ſavages, 
from dancing a faraband.” There's no bearing this. abomi- 
nable traſh. {Emer Juliet.] So, Madam; thanks to 
your advice and direction, I am got into a fine fitua- 
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Bev. Nay, Juliet, this is too much; you know it is 
none of my play.. 
Jul. Whole then ? 
Bev. Your uncle's. 
Jul. My uncle's ! Then, how, in the name of won- 
der, came you to adopt it? 
Bev. At his earneſt requeſt. I muy be a fool 3 but 
remember, Madam, you are the cauſe. 
Jul. This is ftrange ; but I can't conceive what his 
motive could be. 
Bev. His motive is obvious enough; to ſcreen bim- 
ſelf from the infamy of being the Aa =p | 
Jul. What, is it bad, then? : FY 
Bev. Bad l moſt infernal! = 
Ful. And you have conſented to own it ? 
Bev. Why, want could I do? He i in a manner com- 
* TY; 1 7 
Jul. Lam extrem ly ly glad of 1 it . 000 TY 
Beu. Glad of ol Why Itell NE "tis whe, mol, aul, 
tedious, anelanchal n Tos . 7 8 
Jul. So much the better. 25 
Bev. The moſt flat piece of har that. erer Gmb. 
ſtreet produc'd. 
Jul. So much the better. 
Bev, It will be damn'd deore the third a8. 
Null. So much the better. | 
Bev. And I ſhall be hooted' 100 pointed at "wherever 
go. 
97 So much the better. I” | 1 0 
- Bev. So much the better! o, I ſuppoſe, 
you would ſay if I was going 5 A ric 5 
call this a mark of your friendſhips 
Jul. Ah. Beyer, -Bever,! you are a miſerable li 
ician: Do ou know now. that 3h is, the- wg nc 
_ that r a e 475 DF e 
ew. Indeed 1211170 vo 2 £60034 © * gy 
Jul. It could not have ECD better ! ah m0 we 
plann'd it ourſelves. h aI obs |, 
Bev. You will pardon my want of ce ; Cong eption 5 but 
theſe are riddles — 


Jul. That at preſent 1 have not time ta explain. Bu 
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what makes you loitring here? Paſt fix o'clock, as I 


: live{ Why, your, play i is begun ; run, run to the houſe. 


| v. by Ar 
g 20 Weg 14190 5 nl; TY Fly; ; nd 


pray all the way omg the fall of your p ay. And doyou 
hear, if you find the audience too indulgent, inclin'd 
be e milky tat her than fall, ſqueeze i in a little acid 
Fourſelf,, © Gb. Mr. Bever. at your return let me ſee 
you, before you! go to my uncle; A, is, if you have 
the good ay to he: damn'd. 170 
Bro. ou need not doubt that. OE its, 


NOTION et 


Enter Sir Thomas 5 


25 Sir 7 Jo. 86, Juliet ; was, not that Mr. Rwe? 

Jul. Ves Sir. | 

dir Tho. He is zh tardy,; ; by this time his cauſe is 
come on. And h ow. is the youpg, Heeren Wil 
for this is @ trying occaſion. 
| 27 He ſeems pretty certain, Sr, 

ir 42 9. Indeed, I think he has very wal reaſon 15 

fear. I confeſs 1 admire the piece; and feel as much 
for its wo as if the work was my own. 

Jul. That I moſt fingeraly believe. 1 wonder, Sir, 
19 ohh oole ta, be preſent. 


ull, 


o 


letter not · affeQions axe ſtrong, ulier 
00 jd 27 nerves but tenet ty f ſtrung ; ; however, hr 
| gent people are planted, "Wo. will bring me; every 
Re AQ, a 4 account of the proceſs. 22 


Jul. That will anſwer your purpoſe as well. 
dir 750. Indeed. I am paſſionately fond of the arts, 
* therefore cant help Did not ſomebody knock ? 
y good girl," will you ſtep, and take care that 
wh 010 body comes, the & er 
the way., [Exit Juliet, k Five and thirty minutes paſt 


jb 4 be preſently here.” think i it can't fail ; yet there is ſo 


much whim and caprice in the public opinion, that — 


5 WM hs young man is unknown ; ; they'll give bim no Cre- 
ks 10 H 2 dit. 


Was ef Aaron fa, Jake, ee for the fate of al 


vants may not be out of 


bx by this time: the firſt act wut be over: ' Pha will 


bi 

1 
3 
5 
8 
j by 
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dit. 1 had better bave owm'd it my yſelf: Reputation 
goes a great way in theſe matters ; people are afraid 
to find fault; they are cautious in ſuring 'the'works 
of a man who—huſh! that's he: no ; 'tis only ing 
ſhutters. After all, I think I . choſe the beſt way 
for if it ſucceeds to the degree 1 expect, it will he oh 
to circulate the real name "of TH author; if it falls 
I am conceal'd ; my fame ſuffets—n0— There he is 
[Loud knocking. 'T cart conceive what kept bim fs 
lopg. [Enter John,] 80 Jotin ;"well ; and—bur you 
have been a ' monſtrous while, 1 1 5 1 

John. Sir, I was wedg d fo cloſe io the pit this 1 
could. ſcarcely get out. 

Sir Tho. The houſe was full, then 5 

John. As an egg, Sir. 

Sir Tho. That's right. Well John, and, did. mat- 

ters go ſwimimingly ? hey 2 , 
 - Fobn. Exceedin ngly well, Sir. g 

ir Tho. Exceedibgly well. Tabs dy ah i it. vr 
vaſt clapping and of applauſe, T foppoſe. 05 

John. Very well, Sir. ed ths | 

Sir Tho. Ver well, girl 'You ate nei? ell, I 
think. but did hot the pit and boxes thunder again? 

obn, I can't ſay there was over much * 

Sir Tho, No! Gh, attentive, 1' reckon. Aye. atten- 
tion; that is the true, folig, ſubſtantial applauſe,” -l 
elſe may be purchas'd 3 rand move s ate bid: 
But when. the audience * 18 mil afraid of e 

a Word, then 
FJiobn. Yes, they were very" my ed, ein 

Sir The. I like dem the better, Je Chin; A e 
of their great ſenſibility. Did you fee Robin? 

Fobn. Ves, Sir; *kefll be here in a trice; 1 left bin 
lining at the back of the boxes, and chargu a to 
make all the haſte home rhat be could. 

Sir The. That's ri T1 gr, John; ; very wel: {your con 
pleaſes. me much, one John. n Jobn.} Nö f did 
ot erpect the "Giſt ſt act would produce any prodigious 
5 But, after all, the firſt 45 15 5 a. * ok 
troduQion z juſt opens the duſinheſs, the plot, 
gives a little ing into the characters; fo that if . 


Sir 
Ro 
Sir 
diforc 


interx 


were 
them 
Ro. 


it 


at, 
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engage the hauſe, it is as much as the beſt writer 
— art Techn 2 elf * aq What, Robin 


already ! why, the ello FAD the: feet of a Mercury. 


ow” Robin.) Well, Robin, and what news: do. you 


"_ ; 
Sir, 5 J, 1— 1 
Sir The. Stop, Robin, and recover your dren 
Now; Robin... .,-: 
Fab. There has been a woundy uproar below. 
Sir Tho. An n! what, at the . 8. 
Rob, , Aye. 
Sir Tho. At what } 
Rob. I don't know: Belike at the words. the * 
folk were talking. 
Sir 750. At the, players! how can that be? Oh,; pow 


17 35 os 
104145: 4 z $8 K's » f 


begin to conceive, Poor, fellow, he knows but lutle | 


of plays: What, Robin, I ſuppoſe, ballooing, aud 
25 and knocking of ti I” p 57 
ob. 0 e gl axe, and hooting OY 
bx hy ag ad biſling z0 host. 
©, a ing 10 "ho 
Si The, Hiſüng! you, my be miſtaken, | 
Rob. By the maſs, but I am not, 
Sir The. Impoſſible! Oh, moſt | likely. ome. Konken 
diſorderly fellows, that were diſturbing the houſe, and 
interrupting the play; too common a caſe ; the people 


were Tight = they deſerv'dia une, Bid 70 not bear 


them cry, Out, out, ont! 


Rob, Noa; that was not the ery 5 'rwas, Off, off, 


of! ton iti 
Sir The. That was a . de Zounds! that 
muſt. be the players: Did bv qbſerve nothing elſe? 


Kab. Belike the quarrel firſt began! bat ween ws gen- 


ux and a black+ra:moor man. 
Sir Tho. With Friday! The publia e is ge- 
- bauch'd j honeſt nature is too plain ang dare for 
their vitiated palates ! I Hater Juliet] Juliet, Robin 
there brings me the ſtrangeſt account ; ſome litile diſ- 
forkuved but 1 ſuppoſe it was ſqqo ſettled again, Oh, 
but here comes Mr. Staytape, my: taylor; he is a 1a 
tional being; we ſhall be able to make ſomething of 
H 3 him. 


1 

” 
A 
{ 
« 


roo THE PATRON 
bim. [Enter Staytape.) So, Staytape; what, is the 


third act over already? r 
Stay. Over, Sir! no; nor never will be. Ka 
Sir Tho. What do you mem n 


Stay. Cut ſhort. | 

Sir Tho I don't comprehend. yours © «5 | 

Stay. Why, Sir, the poet has made a miſtake- i in 
meaſuring the taſte of the town: the goods, it ſeems, 
did not fit; ſo they' return d them upon the gentleman! $ 
bands. 18 7 ine ü VS 

Sir Tho. Rot your desen and qua intneſs, you 
Puppy ! ſpeak plain. 

Stay. Why, then, Sir, Robinſon Cruſpe i is dead. 

Sir Tho, Dead! 

Stay. Aye ; and, what is Worſe, will abve viſe any 
"more. You will ſoon have all the particulars ; for 
there were four or bye of oe friends 000 at my 

eels. 117 7 £ E „ 

Sir Tho. Stay tape, jultet, run and wh them; ſay! 
am gone out; I am ſick; I am engag' d: But whate- 
ver you do, be ſure you don't let Bever come in. Se- 
cure of the victory, I invited them to the celebr — 

Stay. Sir, they are here. 5555 5 

Sir Tho. Conſound R · Ä 


Enter Puff, Dacyl. and Ruſt. |, Batten. 


Fus. Aye, truly, Mr: Puff, this is büt a bitter. be; 
ginning; then the young man muſt tuin n to 
ſome other trade. 

Puff. Servant, Sir Thomas; 2 ſoppoſe you hare 
heard the news .Er 

Sir The.' Ves; yes; bade een told it before: i 110 

Dad. I confeſs 1 did not ſuſpect it; but there is no 
Pas: wy what effect theſe: 2 will have, til» they 
come on the ſtage. ai 6&3. 1 
© | Ruft. For my part, 1 dos . much of theſe 

e but a couple of gentlemen near me, who 
ſeem'd ſagacious enough too, declar'd, that it was the 
vileſt ſtuff they ever wag 1 and ps * 


ene err fe * te eile inp! e ee 20% 
fy 214 158 Hatt a Dat. 
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terribly 
fondneſ 
have no 
Sir The 

Sir 7 
my hea 


Ruf 


Not 


| he ſhall 


Sir 7 
preſent 
Gentle 
make 
compa 


THE PATRON g 
Dad: Yes ; I,don't remember to, have ſeep. Na th 


eneral diſlike. 
: Puff. 1 Was thinkin to af you, Sir Thomas,” tt 
your intereſt with Mr. ever, about buying the 5 t 
but now no mortal would read. it- Lord, Sit, 
would not pay. for, paper and rinting. 2 
_ Ke net, l. his Roman Antiquities, 
mentions A I of K s, 0 ac c Ks wa 5 
8 


DN. 


my head about c 1 
Ruſt. 1 I did not- | 1 ak 20 


Bever, ſpealiat isbn. 1 
Not to be e ſpoke with ' don't tell a me, "hi a,b be ouſy 


be ſhall.” 
Sir 750. Mr. Bever's Set. lk he i is dit | in bis 


preſent diſpoſition, the whole ſecret. will certainly out. 
Gentlemen, ſome affairs of a moſt intereſting nature 
make it impoſſible for me to have the honour of your 
company to-night. 5, therefore I beg, Sa would bs. ſo 
good as to— 


Luft. Affairs! no bad news 7 I hope Miſs Jul is. 


yell. 5 

Sir Tho.” Very Aab: but L am not iebedig ngly—. . 

Ruft. I ſhall only ſtay to ſee Mr. Beyer : hr lad? 
he will be moſt borribl down | in the mouth ; a little 
comfort won't come amiſs eh 

Sir 7 50 47 Bever, Sir 1 Ur fee bim hers, 1 

ot ere w I thou t Thea his voice b 
juſt now: . why, 6. EY N18 A 11 70 
Sir Tho, Lou are itgken, Mir Ruſt; bur — 4 
Wh. May be fo z then we WEE ' Sir Homag, 

my Complimtente of. e 1 Jou 
Poet. 

Sir Tho. Aye, aye. 1 
0 wo A And mine 3. 75 l Gppoſ 1 we ber wt 41 hm 


Pat, 0 the 


4 V 1 ts. 'p# 4 2 ö 1 F 
03, 5 or ' Wi J os l 112 Fu. 
9 M 's 
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"BUF" Poor Gentleman f I warrant he won't ſhew | his 
head for theſe fix months. 

1 Aye, Auel ; indeed I am ſorry for him ; fo tel 

Sir. — 

45 and Puff. So are we. | 

1 Sir Thomas, your ſervant; "bis: Gentle- 
men. By all this confuſion i in Sir Thomas, there muſt 
be ſomething more in the wind than I know z but! 
will watch, I ain teſby d. Exeum. 
Bev. Lr bout. ] | Raſcals, hind * 1 m „ 1 will 


Oe 


_- * 
- 


1 


Enter gerer. * 1 = 


So, Sir; this is delicate treatment, after all} have 
ſuffer'd. 

Sir Tho. Mr. Bever,-I hope you Nenn 

- Bev, Well, Sir Thomas, ("et what think yon now 
of your Robinſon Cruſce ; a pretty per ce! 

& Tho. Think, Mr. Bever! I think the public are 
Yiorkkeads ; z 2 taſteleſs, ſtupid, ignorant tribe z anda 
man of genius deſerves to be damn'd who writes any 
thing for them. But courage, dear Dick ! the prin- 
cipals will give. you what the people refuſe ; the cloſet 
will do you that vie the 000 Ts Geng Print 


your f E | 
play: f ns; 65 ir, tis your on. 
e, Speak lower gear Dick 3 be moderate, my 


rlad!. 
oY, 85 Sir Themas, you ma ; be aſly enough ; 


you are ſafe and ſecure, remoy'd far from that prect- 


pice that has daſh'd me to pieces. Dy os 

ir Tho. Dear Dick, don t believe i it will hurt you: 
The Cfities the real judges, will of abs; in that, piece 
| 11 excellent talents 


Jo, Sir Thomas, 16. 1 mall neither flare 


myſelf; 1 have acqu ir e right to 
jk think. W Play, Sir, 92 a wretched 1 
and in tbl opinion all mankind is „ 
Sir J. May be not. | 
'" Bev, If 39! Pede had been reeiy'd; I would have 
declar'd ir Thomas Lofty to be the gre if 
RY co Ys 


coldly 5 


graceful 


'burthen 


yourſeli 

Sir 7 
lous int 
the fam 


If I go 
will fol 
when I 
handed 


ell 


ve 
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coldly, I would have own'd it myſelf ; but ſuch diſ- 
graceful, ſuch contemptible treatment !—I own the 


'burthen is too heavy for me; ſo, Sir, you muſt bear it 


yourſelf, 

Sir 750. Me, dear Dick! what, to become ridieu- 
lous in the decline of my life; to deſtroy, in one hour, 
the fame that forty years has been builiing ! that was 
the prop, the ſupport of my age; can you be cruel 
enough to deſire it? 

Bev. Zounds |. Sir, and why muſt I be: your crutch ? 
Would you have me become a voluntary victim ? No, 
Sir, this cauſe does not merit a martyrdom. 

Sir Tho. 1 own myſelf greatly oblig d; but perſevere, 
dear Dick, perſevere ; you have time to recover your. 
fame ; I beg it with tears in my eyes. Another Play 
will 


. Ne. Sir benen s 1 have done with the ſage 3 3 


the Muſes and I meet no more. 

Sir Tho. Nay, there are various roads open in life. 
Bev. Not one, where your piece won't purſue me: 
If I go to the Bar, the ghoſt of This cursd comedy 
will follow, and hunt me in Weſtminſter hall. Nay, 
when I die, it will ſtick to my memory, and [I ſhall be 
handed down to poſterity with the author of Love in a. 

Hollow Tree. 


Sir 750. Then marry : You are a pretty ſmart. fi- 


gure z and your poetical talents - 
Bev. And what Fair would admit of my ſuit, or fa 


mily wiſh to receive me ? Make the caſe your own, Sir. 


Thomas; would you. 
Sir Tho, Wich infinite pleafure. | 
Bev. Then give me your niece; her hand ſhall ſeal 
my lips. 
Sir Tho. What, Juliet ? Willingly. But are you ſe- 
rious ? Do you really admire the girl 7 


Av. Beyond what words can expreſs.” k may 


ber advice 1 conſented/to father your Play. 


Sir The. What, is. Juliet appriz d? Here, Robin 15 | 


John, run and call my niece hither this moment. T 
(7 baggage will hiab all in an inſtant 


Hs F Bev. 


* Be 
5 1 * 
871 % 


_ erific'd, in order to preſerve the ſecret that you are a 


| news-paper ; you ſhall no longer impoſe on the world; 


* T HE PAT RON. ; 
Bev. You are ene the is Wie r you an Bev. 


aware of. Fre 47 6 Jul 1 
ö Eile; Juliet. . Ref 
Six: The: Oh, Juliet! vou know what, Hh jappent ty enou; 
Jul. Ido, Sir. a 40 per, my 
Sir Tho. Have you revialtd this Short ſecret? -that can 
Jul. To no mortal, Sir Thomass. Bew. 
Sir 750. Come, give me your hand. Mr. Bere, of ours. 
child, for my ſake, has renounced-theiſtage, and the Ruft.. 
whole Republic of Letters v in n Lowe _ your Sir T/ 
hand. 37 0 2900 St Jul. 
Jul. My hand! han to a 6 Boie hooted, bie and to proc: 
exploded! Vou muſt pardon me, Sir! dir 7 
Sir Tho. Juliet, a trifle; the moſt they can * of dies wit 
him is, that he is a little wanting in wit; and he has 
ſo many 'brother-writers to keep him in Countenatice 
that now-a-days that is no reflection at all. And 


Jul. Then, Sir, your engagement to Mr. Ruft. 
Sir o. I have found out the Raſcal; he has. dives 
more impertivently vere on my play. than all the reſt 
put together; ſo that J 110 Nepp e he ſhall be none 
of the W 

| Fes Ruſt. 
Ru. Are you ſo, Sir? what, had I am to be ſa· 


bleckhead : But you are out in your politics; before 
a. it hall de known in all abs! ColfeorRouſes, in 


* 


© 
* 


"Sir T ho. For Hardin fake, Mr. Ruſt! e 
Ruft. And to-morrow I will paragraph you in every 


1 will unmaſk . z the lion” s kin ol hide | na no 
longer. oh rh | 
Sir Tho. Juliet! Win Berenibarkie dune 5 dot 
Bed. Sir Thomas, let me manage this matter. Har 
kee, old Gentleman, à word in fem ear 4 you remen 
ber. "what you have in your * 75 a: 60 A | 
Ruft. Heyl how! what? 2 £ 26 | 
Bev, The curioſity that has * you ſo anch pains. 
Ruf. What, my Eneas! my Precious reliQ of . 


| Are 


THE PATRON. 
Bev, You muſt give up that, or the Lady. 


Jul How, Mr. Bever? 


Bev. Never fear; I am ſure of my man. 


155 


Ruſt. Let me conſider: As to the girl, girls are plen- 
ty enough; I can marry whenever I will: But my pa- 
per, my phcenix, that ſprings freſh from the flames, 


that can never be match'd.—Take her. 


Bev, And, as you love your own ſecret, be careful 


of ours. 
Ruft.. T am dumb. 
Sir Tho. Now, Juliet. 
Jul. You join me, Sir, 
to procure your peace 


Sir 750. Vou oblige me for ever. 


to an unfortunate Bard; but, 


Now the ſecret 


dies with us four. My fault. I owe him much. 


Be it your care to ſhew it ; 


And bleſs the Man, tho? I have damn'd the Poet. 
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Px RSO&;Ss in the INTRODUCTION. 


FoorTE. 1 
CAR Mr. Johnſon. 
SMART, Mr. Fox. 
PEARSE, Mr. Watkins. 


In the Coup v. 


Sir WILLIAM "WEALTHY, Mr. Baddeley. 
Mr. RICHARD WEALTHY, Mr. Burton. 
Sir GEORGE WEALTHY, Mr. Holland. 


SniFT, 7 Mr. Foote. 
LoAb En, Mr. Branſby. 
Die, 14 Nos r Foughan 
Trenner ER, Go Mr. Blattes. 
OMIRK, Mr. Foote. | 
Mrs. Cor, : Mr. Foote. 
Lucy, Miſs Pritchard. 
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me 
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addreſ: 
Lord, 
Duke 
plead 
add, t 
on the 


The 
goverr 
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TO HIS GRACE 


WILLIAM Duke, of DEVONSHIRE, 


tO 3ST 55916598 * 1 


139 ; y 44 pot g 3.4 7 I ' © 27 f } 4% 5-6 
. + , 

od Chamberlain of his | Majeſty's Houſhold 

Lord Chamberlain of his ' Majeſty's k . 

: TSUBSOTEL IC C29BEAQ $7 CNY 00093 16,55 14119 73 @1., 


- * 8 3 EE - 
$3 © * 5 231 LVF. nn $7 lb... 
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4 3 Felt; * 173. 4 2 13 
My LORD, of, 53 n e 
HE MINOR, who is indebted for his appearance 

1. on the ſtage to your-Grace's indulgence, begs. 
2 1 ne n SIES eee ere 
lea ve to. deſire your further protection, at his entefiag. 
. o . l 12 2 kj 42481 — N OLE wo i 1 
into the world. . 

San A 9 8 


1 ? 9 - 
Aren Miel re eter 
4 L As 2 oy 7 1 * ? „ » ; , * 2 * F ? : ap * 


Though the allegiance due from the whole drama- 
tic people to your Grace's ſtation, might place this 
addreſs in the light of a natural tribute; yet, my 
Lord, I ſhould not have taken that liberty with the 
Duke of Devonſhire, if I could not at the fame time, 
plead ſome: little utility in the deſign of my piece; and 
add, that the public approbation has ſtamped a value 
on the execution. 3/4 le > Bom 


The law, which thręw the ſtage under the abſolute 
government of a lord chamberlain, could not fail to 
fill the minds of all the objects of that power with, very 
gloomy apprehenfions ; they found themſelyes (throygh 
their own licentiouſneſs, it muſt be confeſs'd) in a 
more precarious 2 ſtats, than any other of his 
Majeſty's; fybjeQs7 : But when their direction was 
— 468 4. ands of a ons, whole anceſtors 
had fo ſucceſsfully ſtruggled for national liberty, they 
ceaſed to fear for their own. It was not from a patron 
of the liberal arts they were to expect an oppreſſor; 
it was not from the friend of freedom, and of man, 
they were to dread partial monopolies, or the eſtabliſh- 
ment of petty tyrannies. 


* 


Their warmeſt wiſhes are aceompliſhed; none of 
their rights have been invaded, except what, without 
the firſt poetic authority, I ſhould not venture to call 
a right, the Jus Nocendi. | Me A, 

| our 


MCAS 


PX — : * 1 


DEDICATION. 


| Your tenderneſs, my Lord, for all the followers of 
the Muſes, has been in no inſtance more conſpicuous, 
than in your late favour to me, the meaneſt of their 
train 3 your Grace has thrown open (for thyſe who 
are denied admittance into the palaces of Parnaſſus) 2 
cottage on its borders, where the unhappy migrants 
may be, if not Py at _— nn en- 
e. 


= 


1 ſhall detain, your Grace no longer, than juſt to 
echo the public voice, that, for the bonour: progreſs, . 
and perfection of letters, your Grace may Tong conti- 
nue their candid e who haye tes be > their | 


generous proteftor. | 


% « 
1 2930 


1 have the honour, m 10% rol to be, wh the great- 
el 8 and gratitude, 


Pour Grace's moſt mittl. by 
moſt oblig d, 1 


* 
a” I 


| and obedient ſervant, 
4 . ? ; ; 5 CER 
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INTRODUCTION. 
| om Canker and Smart, J 


18118 „ 


UT are you oy he has leave ? 
Cank, Certain. 
Smart. I'm damn'd glad on't. For now we ſhall 
have a — * either with him, or at him, it does not 


| ſignify whic 


Cank, Not a farthing. | 

Smart, D'you know his ſcheme? 

Cank, Not I. But is not the door of the Little 
Theatre open? | 

Smart, Yes. Who is that fellow that ſeems to ſtand 
centry there? 

Cant. By his tatter'd garb and meagre viſage, he 
muſt be one of the troop. 

„ II call him. Holo, em 


Enter Pearle. 


2 What, f is there any thing going on over the way, $- 
Pear. A "rehearſal, 
Smart. Of what.? 
Pear. A new piece. 


Smart, 


162 THE MINOR. 


Smart. F oote s? 
„ 
Cank. Is he there ? 
Pear. He is. 
Smart. Zouns, let's go and ſee what he is about. 
Cant. With all my heart. 
8 Swart. Come along then. 


61 Enter Foote and an Actor. 


| Frote, Sir, this will never do you muft get rid of 
your high notes, on ane cant, Oh, tis the true 
ſtrolling ODEO | 


[Exeunt 


Enter Smart and Canter. 


Smart. Ha, ha, ba f. what, hard at it, my boy !— 
Here's your old friend Canker and I come for a peep, 
Well, and hey, what i Is your, pus e . 

Foote. Plar ? BY 

Smart. Ay, what are your chindGers 2 Give us 
your groupe ; how is your cloth fired ? 

Forte. Characters! 

Smart. Ay Come, come, communicate. What 
man, we will lend thee a lift. I have a damn'd fine 
original for thee, an aunt of my own, juſt, come from 
the North, with the true Newcaftle bur in ber throat; 


and a noſe and a chin.— ] am afraid ſhe is not well 


enough known : But I have a remedy for that. Pl 
bring her the firſt night of your piece, place her in x 
conſpicuous ſtation, and whiſper the ſecret to the 
whole houſe; That will be damn'd fine, won't it? 
Foote. Oh, delicious! 
Smart. But don't name me. For if ſhe ſmokes. me 
for the author, 1 ſhall.be dale out of her codicil | in 
a hurry. 
Foote. 
uncle Tom a better character. 
Smart. What, the.politician? _ + 


Foote. Aye; that every day, after dien as ſoon 
as the cloth is remov'd, fights the, MR of Minden, 


haters 


29 4 71 Fo 


Ob, never 1 But I mould think your 
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atters: the French with cherry+ſtones, and purſues 
m to the banks of the Rhine in a Rreand of ſpat. port. 
Smart. Oh; damn it, he ll do. W 11.0 
Forte. : Or what ſay you to your farkerio-lam;: Sir 
imothy ? who, tho? as broken-winded as a Houn- 
wh poſt-horſe, is + eternally chaunting Venetian bal- 
Kata tore cara higlia. 50 

12 en irable ba ns dene 1—Have yon got 


em? . 115 


t. 


d of Forte, No. e <4 EM Gor ie 
e art. Then in with em, my hoy: 13700 
| Note. Nad ne- : t Hi nfl te fo er 


Smart. Pr vthee; why not? 

Foote, Why look'ce, Smart, tho? you are, in 32 
anguage of the world, my friend, yet there is one 
hing you, Lam fure; r Nb than any gael 1 50 

Smart. What's wart ſs 46 hoover 3 
Foote. | Miſchief. 1 % 2 night aig. 
Smart. No, a e eee e 4 
Foote, How now am 1: ſure that wy "he. ſo rea- 
lily give up your, relations, wy: Not e N 0 
pon me? 15 en; 
Smart, I don't noilerfiand; yon. g 4 
Foote. Why, as ſoon as my characters begis.1 to. cir- 
vlate a little ſucceſsfully, my mouth is ſtopp'd in a 
minute, by the clamour of your relations, — Ob, 
damme, tis à ſhame: it ſhould not be, people 
f diſtinction brought upon the ſtage. And ſo out 
f compliment to your couſins, Jam to be beggar'd 
for treating the public with, the fallies of (your: family, 
at your on requeſt. 

Smart, How can your, thinkT. our be ſock dog. ? 
What the ſtevil, then; are we to have nothiog perſona} by 
Give us the actors however. 

Foote, Oh, that's ſtale. Beſides, I think they have, 
of all men. che beſt right to complain 
Smart, How ſo? f 
Feote. Becauſe, by rendering them tente in 
on their profeſſon, you, at the ſame time, injure their 
n, pockets. Now, as to the other gentry, they bave 
18 . ſomething beſides their underſtanding 2 
rely 


>. Us 


ur 
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Tely on; and. the only injury they ean receive is, thy 
the whole town is then diverted with what before 
was only the amuſement of piivate parties. 
Canier. Give us then a national portrait: a card 
man or an Iriſhman. 

Feste. If you mean merely the dialed of the two 
countries, I can't think it either a' ſubject of ſatire t 
humour z it is an accidental unhappineſs, for which: 
man is no more accountable, than the colour of hi 
hair. Now affeQation I take to be the true comic 
object. If, indeed, A North Briton, ſt ruck with : 
ſcheme of reformation, ſhould advance from the om 
of the Tweed, to teach the Engliſh the true 
Ciation of their own language, be would, Þ think 
merit your laughter: nor would a Dublin mechanic 
who, from heading the Liberty. boys in al feirmiſh 0 
+. Ormond Quay, ſhould think he had 4 right to pre 

ſcribe military laws to the firſt San in Europe 
bea leſs ridiculous object.. Years! 

Smart. Are there ſuch h)) 

' Fooze: If you mean that the blunders of a few pet 
ſants, or the partial principles of a fingle.ſcoundre| 
are to ſtand as charaReriftical marks of a who 
country 3 vou pride may produce a laugh, but be 
_ mes it ie noche a peute deer eee 

18731 en d 2 
: Gerl. Heydey, what o ſyſtems bere ! Laws f 
laughing And pray, ſage Sir, inſtru us when vt 

_ laugh with propriety? hn 05 $5511 

_ Foote; At an old beau, a ſuperannuated- beauty, 1 
| military coward, a ſtuttering orator, or « gouty dan: 
cer. In ſhort, whoever affects to be what he is not, 
or ſtrives to be what hie cannot; 1 an object Worly 
the poet's pen, and your mirtn 
Smart. Pſhaw, H dont know Skit you mean b) 
our is nots, and n abſtruſe jargon. 
Ha, Canker ! 

Can. Well, but if you will not en us perſon 
40 us ha ve things. Treat us with a moders emu 
e 8 e WOW * 

nt 6 1 1199 nine 1 311929: b. 
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*that Foote, And ſa amuſe the public ear at the expencs 
fore pf private peace. Nou muſt excuſe me... 

©) nk, And with theſe principles, N 1. erpea 10 
otch rive on this ſpot ? 

Smart. No, no, it N 7 gg 1 tell thes the plain 
wl oalt and boil'd of the theatres will never do at this 
re M able W . have high n d ode _ ea 
ch 2 fauces 

of te. W by. perbuna, by: a; of deſſert; L may 


produce ſomething that may hit your palate. 
Smart. Your bill of- fare ? 
' Foate., What think you of one of thols itinerant 
field orators, who, | tho? at declar'd enmity with com- 
mon ſenſe, have the addreſs to poiſon the; principles; 
and at the ſame time pick the Pockets, of half our in- 
k oo duſtrious fellow ſubjects ? 
pre. . Cant. Have a care. Dangerous ground. Ludere 
rope, cum ſacris, you know. 
| Foote. Now ] look upon it in a different manner. I 
| conſider theſe gentlemen in the light of. public perfor- 
pee mers, like myſelf; and whether we exhibit at Tot- 
dub tenham- court, or the Hay-market, our n is the 
hole fame, and the place is immaterial. 
be⸗ Cant. Why, indeed, if it be conſidered 
and- Foote. Nay, more, I muſt beg leave to aſſert, that 
0 ridicule is the only antidote againſt this pernicious poi- 
s (ori fon. This is a madneſs that argument can never cure: 
e and ſhould a little wholeſome ſeverity be applied, per- 
ſecution would be the immediate cry: where then can 
„ive have recourſe, but to the comic muſe ? Perhaps, 
dar- thearghneſs and ſeverity of her ſmile may redreſs an 
not, evil, that the laws cannot reach, or reaſon reclaim. 
thy Cank. Why, if it does not cure thoſe already diſ- 
| | temper'd, it may be a means to ſtop the infection. 
| by Smart. But how is your ſcheme conducted? 
got, Foote. Of that you may judge. We are juſt going 
upon a repetition of the piece. I ſhould be be glad to 
ſons, WI have your pions, T 
our, Smart, We will give it vou. 
Foote. One indulgence: As you are Engliſhmen, I 
vote BY think, 1 50 not beg, that as i m neceſſity moſt of 


wy 
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experience, and encourage their timidity. 
Smarr. But reaſon able 


Foote. Come, then, prompter, begin. 


Fote. What's the matter 


thing · 998: 2 en 8 e 364] Eon 


charaQer myſelf. 
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my performers are new; you will allow * their I 


93 4 
35 1 Lord, Gr, weiare' all at a land; * ny 


' 'Pcar. Mrs. O-Schobneſy has return'd the part « 
the bawd 3 ſhe ' ſays ſhe is a gentlewoman, and i 
would be. a reflection on her family, to 0 a Fuck 


Foste. Indeed i 906) $4 1 ig Tit: . et 

Dear. If it had been only a whore; ſays ſhe, 
ſhould not: have minded it; becauſe no lady meed 
aſhamed of doing that. | 

Foote. Well, there s no help for it ; but theſe gen- 
tlemen muſt not be pete Wo 00! do the 
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Sir Wau . 3 I Ricnand 
| 8 WEALTHY: 


* 


Si. Win ran. 


OME, come, : itontier, 1 know the world: 5 4 

ple who have their attention entirely fixed upon 
one ſubject, can't help being a little narrow in _ 
otions. 

R. Weal. A ſagrcious remark chat, aa highly ro- 
dable, that we merchants, who maintain a conſtant 
correſpondence with the four quarters of the world, 
mould know leſs of it than your fathionable fellows, 
"rod whole experience is bounded by Weſtminſter 

ridge SOT} ; 

Sir Mill. Nay, drocker,” as a proof . 1 als not 
blind to the benefit of travelling, George, mo" oy, 
has been in Germany thefe four years. 

R. Meal. Where he is well grounded in gaming 
and gluttony; France has furniſhed him with:tawn= 
ing and flaitery ; Italy equip'd him with caprioles 
and cantatas: and thus accompliſh'd, my young 
gentleman is returmd with a cargo of whores, cooks, 
valets de chanbre. and' fiddleſticks, a moſt valuable 
member of the Britiſh common wealtn. 

Sir Will. You diſlike then my ſyſtem of education ? 

R Heal. Moſt fincerely. 

Sir Will. The Whole? A 

R ul. Bvery' particularr. 

Sir Will. The early part, 1 mould age, eight 
merit 'your-approbation, 4 (07 le bo 

R Meal. Leaſt of all. What, T pes becauſe 
he has run the gauntlet thro a public ſchool, where 
at ſixteen, he had practis d more vices than he would 
otherwiſe have heard of at ſixty. 

Sir Will. 


tht ; 
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Sir Will. Ha, ha, prejudice ! 


R. Weal. Then, indeed, you remov'd him to th with 1 * ) 
univerſity ; Where, leſt his morals ſhould be mendet, FE is, 
and his underſtinding improv'd. you fairly ſet him * 17 
from the reſtraint of the one, and the diudgery of 1h; wp 8 

other, by the privileg'd diſtinction of a ſilk gown and of wo 
a velvet cap. - ert 
mation o 


Sir Mill. And all theſe evils, you think. a city edi. 
cation would have prevente. ? 

R. Weal. Double ſs.— Proverbs, proverbs, bro- 
ther William, convey wholeſume inſt ruction. Ilench 
is the root of all cvil. Regular hours, conſtant em- 
ployment, —_ good enamp e, Can't fail 10 form the 
mind. 

Sir Will. Why trols; brother, had 2 tuck to 
your old civic vices, hy pocriſy, cozenage, and av 
rice, I don't know, whether I might nor have con- 
mitted George to your care; but you cockreys non 
beat us ſuburbians at our own weapons What, old 
bay, times are chang'd; ſince the r of thy inder 
tures; when the ſleek, crop eared prentice us d 9 
dangle: after his miſſ raſa. with the great bible unde 
his arm, to St. Bride's on a Sunday; bring home the 
text, repeat the diviſions of the diſcgurſe, dine at 
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twelve, and regale, upon a gaudy 3 undes and ill be a 
beer at Iſlington, or Mile End. of your 1 
„N. Meul. Wonderfully. faqgtious ! 55 WE, IT indire 
2 Mill. Our modern lads: are of A ow Roa me hat wilf 
tal, They bave- their gaming clubs jo the Garden, “een u 

their! little lodgings the ſnug depoſitories of theton as a 
ruſty ſwords, and occaſional hag- migs; their hoe Sir M 
for the turf; ay, ard their commiſſions of bankrupt) bere is a 
too, before they are out of their time. R. We 

R. Meal. Infamous aſperſion|! ! Sir W. 


Sir Will. But the laſt meeting . R. .. 
Lofty teceivid at the hazard table, the identical note 4 


f the individual taylor to | t but | 
rom 5 ylor to whom: _— ac 
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Ki \ Drege gs with 2 
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with in your weekly travels from Cateaton- ſtreet to 
your boarded box in Claphain, brother. | 

R. Meal. And yet that boarded box, as your pro- 
digal ſpendthri.t proceeds, will ſoon be the only ſeat 
of the family. 

Sir Will, May be not. Who knows what a refor- 

mation our project may produce 
40 1 de. None at all 

dir Vill. Why ſo? 

R. Weal. Becauſe your means are ll-proportion'd t to 
their end Were he my ſon, I would ſerve him—— 
the Sir Will. As you have done your daughter. Diſ- 
| card him. But conſider, I have but one. 
EK. Heal. That would weigh nothing with me: for, 
was Charlotte to ſet up a will of her own, and re- 
ject the man of my choice, ſhe muſt expect to ſhare 
he fate of her ſiſter. I conſider families as a ſmaller 

ind of kingdoms, and would have diſobedience in the 
cer Pre, as ſeverely puniſhed, as rebellion in the other. 
* Both cut off from their reſpective ſocieties. 
de Sir 4/1. Poor Lucy! But ſurely you begin to relent. 
e the lay n't I intercede ? 

e u K. Weal Look'e, brother, you know my mid. I 
; and ill be abſolute. If I meddle with the management 
: of your ſon, it is at your own requeſt ; but if directly 

r indireQtly, you interfere with my baniſhment % 
me chat wilful, headfirong, diſobedient huſſy, all ties be- 
den, t'vecen us are b.oke ; and I ſhall no more remember 
their du as a brother, than I do her as a child. rs 
wore Sir ill. 1 have done But to return. You think 
api bere is a probability in my plan? 1 
R. Weal. J ſhall attend the iſſue. | 
Sir Will. You will lend your aid, however ? 
Jodi K. Meal. We ſhall ſee how you go on. 


hole 1. | | Enter Servant. 


Serw, A letter. fir. No 
_ Will. On, from Capias, my attorney. Who 
mei rou ght ijt? 5 5 

with MW Ser The perſon i is without, 1 fe, | 
5 Sir Will. Bid bim wait. [Reads.] [Exit Serv. 
Vo. I. I Worthy 


| © home. [Exit Serv.] You came from Mr. Capias? 
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Worthy Sir, | 
I be bearer is the perſon I promis'd to procure. | 
thought it was proper for you to examine him vir 
voce. So if you adminiſter a few interrogatories, you 
will find, by croſs-queſtioning him, whether he is a 
competent perſon to proſecute the cauſe you wot of 
IT. with you a ſpeedy ifſue : and as there can be no de- 
fault in your judgment, am of opinion it ſhould be 
carried into immediate execution. I am, 
Worthy Sir &c. 
5 TimoTay Cars, 


P. S. The party's Name is Samuel Shift. He is an 
admirable mime, or mimic, and moſt delectable con- 
pany z as we experience every Tueſday night at our 
club, the Magpye and Horſe-ſhoe, Fetter-lane. 


Very -methodical indeed, Mr. Capias ! John. 
Enter Servant. 


Bid the perſon, who brought this Letter, walk in, 
[Exit Serv.] Have you any curioſity, brot her? 
K. Neal. Not a jot. I muſt to the Change. In 
the evening you may find me in the counting-houle, 
or at Jonathan's. [Exit R. Wealthy. 
Sir Will. You ſhall hear from me. | 


Om Enter Shift and Servant. 
Shut the door, John, and remember, I am not at 


Sbiſt. I did, fir. 

Sir Will. Your name, I think, is Shift? 

Shife. It is, fir. | . 

Sir. Will. Did Mr. Capias drop any hint of my 
dus'neſs with you? 5 
Sbiſt. None. He only faid, with his ſpeQacles on 
his noſe, and his hand upon his chin, Sir William 
Wealthy is a reſpectable perſonage, and my client 
be wants to retain you in a certain affair, and will 
open the caſe, and give you your brief himſelf : | 
| 1 N 0 


you adh 


he is ge 
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you adhere to his inſtructions, and carry your cauſe, 
he is generous, and will diſcharge your bill without 
taxation. | 
Sir Will. Ha, ha! my friend Capias to a hair! 
Well, fir, this is no bad ſpecimen of your abilities. 
But ſee that the door is faſt, Now, fir, you are to 
Shift. A moment's pauſe, if you pleaſe. You muſt 
know, Sir William, I am a prodigious admirer of 
forms, Now, Mr. Capias tells me, that it is always 
the rule, to adminiſter a retaining fee before you enter 
upon the merits _ 
Sir Will. Oh, Sir, I beg your pardon! 
- Shift. Not that I queſtion'd your generoſity ; but 
wr WY (9790s you know IT 
Sir Will. No apology, I beg. But as we are to 
have a cloſer connection, it may not be amiſs, by way 
of introduction, to underſtand one another a little. 
Pray, fir, where was you born ? 
Shift. At my father's. 8 
Sir Will. Hum — And what was he? | 
in. Shift. A gentleman. | 3: "0008 
Sir Will. What was your bred ? f 
In Shift. A gentleman, 
ule, Sir Will. How do you live? 
Shift. Like a gentleman. 1 
Sir Will. Cou'd nothing induce you to unboſom 
jourſelf! | Mt 
Hüft. Look'e, Sir William, there is a kind of ſome- 
thing in your countenance, a certain openneſs and 
generoſity, a je ne ſpai quoi in your manner, that I 
will unlock: You ſhall ſee me all. ed 1 73 
Sir Will. You will oblige me. 5 910 
Shift. You muſt know then, that Fortune, which 


m/ frequently delights to raiſe the nobleſt ſtruQures from 

the ſimpleſt foundations; who from a taylor made 

'S ON a pope, from a gin-ſhop an empreſs, and many a 

lam BY prime miniſter from nothing at all, has thought fit 

93 to raiſe me to my preſent height, from the humble 

wh eee of Light your Honour A link boy. 
. ir Will. A pleaſant fellow. 


Who were your 
pareres? | | bes Ges 
vhs 12 x Bifi. 
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Shift, 1 was produced, fir, by a lefthanded mar. Might eye 
riage, in the language of the news-papers, between MBorough, 
an illuſtrious lamplighter and an eminent itinerant {WP witzerla 
cat and dog butcher. — Cat's meat, and dog's meat. No a prec 
l dare fay you have heard my mother, fir. Bu Sir 
as to this happy pair I owe little beſides my being, WF Sit. 
I ſhall drop them where they dropt me —in the But as 
ſtreet. | | Eb rom the 

'Sir- Vill. Proceed. : Sir Wi 
Shift. My firſt knowledge of the world I owe to: S557. 
ſchool, which has produced many a great man; the Hyne of oi 
avenues of the Play-houſe. There, fir, leaning to his ſ 
my extinguiſh'd link, I learn'd dexterity from pick wake ine 
pockets, connivance from conſtables, politics and ſaſh Sir i 
ions from footmen, and the art of making and break Wi 4/7. 
ing a promiſe from their maſters. Here, ſirrab, Hin an art 
light me a croſs the kenne! — I hope yoùr honey Tully 
will remember poor Jack. You ragged raſcal, or; Mi 
I have no half-pence— I || pay you the next time I fe: WF Sir W: 
you — But, lack-a-day, fir that time I ſaw as (8 977. 


dom as his tradeimen. | hing cal 
Sir Will. Very well. | beds; ra 
Sbiſt. To theſe accompliſhments from without the Har, to t! 
Theatre, I muſt add one that J obtain'd- within. wang of 


Sir Will. How did you gain admittance there ? melodiou 

Shift. My merit, fir, that, like my link threwields; a 
radiance round me.— A detachment from the head: NMiention. 
quarters here, took poſſeſſion, in the ſummer, of bis profe 
country corporation, where 1 did the honours: of the ody. anc 
Barn, by ſweeping the ſtage, and clipping the candles pretty ne 
There my ſkill and addreſs was fo conſpicuous, that i 
procur'd me the ſame office the enſuing winter, 2 

ury-Lane, where I acquir'd intrepidity; the crow! 
of all my virtues. _, 

Sir Will. How did you obtain that? 
” Shift. By my poſt. For I think, fir, he that dare 
ſtand the ſhot of the gallery in lighting, ſnuffing 
and ſweeping, the firſt yight of a new play, ma) 
bid defiance to the pillory, with all its cuſtomary com 
hments. a Eng 5 
Fr Will. Some truth in that. 


Shih, 
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Shift But an unlucky c rab- apple, apply'd to my 
ight eye, by a patriot gingerbread-baker from the 
Borough, who would not ſuffer three dancers from 
Switzerland, becauſe he hated. the French, forced me 


neat, ſto a precipitate retreat. 

Bu Sir Will. Poor devil! 6 | 
eing, Shift. Broglio and Contades have done the ſame. 
the But as it happen'd, like a tennis-ball, I, roſe higher 


rom the rebound. | 

Sir Will. How fo? 

Shift. My misfortune, fir, moy'd the compaſſion of 
dne of our performers, a whimſical man, he took me 
nto his ſervice. To him J owe, what I believe, will 
vake ine uſeful to you. | 
Sir Wi Explain. | | 9 
Shift. Why, fir, my maſter was remarkably happy 


rah, n an art, which, however, diſeſteem'd at preſent, is, 
neu y Tully, reckon'd amongſt che perfections of an ora« 
ſcal, Por; Mimickry. | | 

| dir Wil. Why, you are deeply read, Mr. Shift! 


Shift. A ſmattering— ut as | was ſaying, fir, no- 
hing came amiſs to my maſter. Bipeds, or quadru- 
beds; rationals, or animals; from the clamour of the 
dar, to the cackle of the barn-door , from the ſoporiſio 
wang of the tabernacle of Tottenham-Court, to the 
melodious bray of the long ear'd brethren in Bunhil- 
Fields; all were objects of his imitation, and my at- 
ention, In a word, fir, for two whole years, under 
this profeſſor, I ſtudy'd and ſtarv'd, impoveriſh'd my 
body, and pamper'd my mind; till thinking myſelf 
pretty near equal to my maſter, I made him one of his. 
wn bows, and ſet up for myſelf. | 
dir Will. You have been ſucceſsful, I hope. 
Shift. Preity well. I can't complain. My art, fir, 
is a paſs: par-tout. I ſeldom want employment. Let's 
ſee how ſtand my engagements. [Puls out a pocket= 
0k] Hum —hum,—Oh! Wedneſday at Mrs Gam- 
mut's near Hanover-ſquare ; there, there, I ſhall make 
a meal upon the Mingotti ; for her ladyſhip is in the 
om- opera intereſt; but, however, I ſhall revenge her 
Cauſe upon her rival Mattei. Sunday evening at Ly 
u — 


I 3 
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Suſtinuto's concert. Thurſday I dine upon the actor, 
with ten Templars, at the Mitre in Fleet-ſtreet. Fri 
day I am to give the amorous parly of two intriguing 
cats. in a gutter, with the diſturbing of a hen rooſt, at 
Mr. Deputy Sugarſops, near the Monument. So fir, 
| you ſee my hands are full. In ſhort, Sir William, 
there is not a buck or a turile devour'd within the bill 
of mortality, but there I may, if I pleaſe, ſtick a nap- 
kin under my chin. — 

Sir Will. Pm afraid, Mr. Shift, I muſt break in 2 


little upon your engagements ; but you ſhall be no loſer 
by the bargain. | 


Shift. Command me. | 

4 15 Will. You can be ſecret as well as ſervice- 
e 
Shift. Mute as a mackrel. | 

Sir Will. Come hither then. If you betray me to 
My ſon | g 

Shift. Scalp me. | „ 

Sir Will. Enough. Vou muſt know then, the hopes 
of our family are, Mr. Shift, center'd in one boy. 

Shift. And, I warrant, he is a hopeful one. 

Sir Will. No interruption, I beg. George has been 
abroad theſe four years, and from his late behaviour, 
have reaſon to believe, that had a certain event hap- 
pened, which I am afraid he wiſhed, —my death 

- Shift. Ves; that's natural enough. | 
Sir Will. Nay, pray,—there would ſoon be an end 
to an ancient and honourable family. 

Shift. Very melancholy indeed. But families, like 
beſoms, will wear to the ſtumps, and finally fret out, 
as you ſay. | | 

Sir Will. Prythee peace for five minutes. 

. Shift, I am tongue ty'd. | 

Sir Vill. Now I have projected a ſcheme to prevent 
this calamity. | | Fe 

Shift. Ay, I ſhould be glad to hear that. 

Sir Fill. I am going to tell it you. 

| Shift. Proceed. | 1 
Sir Will. George, as I have contriv'd it, ſhall expe- 
Fa” | | ny rience 
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rience all the miſery of real ruin, without running the 
teaſt riſque. 

Shift. Ay, that will be a coup de maitre. 

Sir Will. 1 have prevaild upon his uncle, a wealthy 
citizen 

Shift. I don't like a city plot. 

Sir Will. I tell thee it is my own. 

Shift. I beg pardon. 

Sir Will My brother, I ſay, ſome time ſince wrote 
him a circumſtantial account of my death; upon 
which, he is returned, in full expeQation of ſucceeding 
to-my eſtate, 

Shift. Immediately. | 1 

Sir Will. No; when at age. In about three months. 

Shift. I underſtand you. 

Sir Will. Now, fir gueſſing into what hands my heed- 
leſs boy would naturally fall, on his return, I have, in 

a feign'd charaQer, aflociated myſelf with a ſet of raſ- 
cals, who will ſpread eyery bait that can flatter folly, 
inflame extravagance, allure inexperience, or catch 
credulity. And when, by their means, he thinks him- 
ſelf reduc'd to the laſt extremity. ; loſt even to the 
moſt diſtant hope—— 

Shift. What then? 

dir Will. Then will-I-ftep in like his guardian-angel; 
and ſnatch him from perdition. If, woriify'd by miſe- 
ry, he becomes conſcious of his errors, | have ſav'd 
my ſon z ut if, on the other hand, gratitude can't 
bind, nor ruin reclaim him, I will caſt him out, as an 
alien to my blood, and truſt for the ſupport of my 
name and family to a remoter branch. 

Sbiſt. Bravely reſolv'd. But what part am to ſuſ- 
tain in this drama ? 

Sir Will, Why, George, you are to know, is = Wong | 
dy ſtript of what money he could command, by two 

arpers : but as I never truſt them out of my fight 
they can't deceive me. | 

Shift. Out of your ſight! | 

Sir Will. Why, I tell thee, I am one of the TAY 
adept in their __ can flip, ſhuſfle, cog, or ont 
"y the beſt of 
| I 4 Shift. 
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. Shift. How do you eſcape your ſon's notice? 
Sir Wiil. His firm perſuaſion of my death, with the 

extravagance of my diſguiſe — Why, 1 won'd engage 

to elude your penetration, when lam beau'd out fer 

the baron. But of that by and by. He has recourſe, 
aſter his ill ſucceſs, to the cent. per cent. gentry, the 

uſurers, for a farther ſupply, WW, 
Shift. Natural enough. | 

Sir Will. Pray do you know, ] forget his name,- 
wrinkled old fellow, in a thread-bare coat? He fit; 
every merning. from twelve till two, in the left corner 
of Lloyd's cuffee-houſe ; and every evening, from five 
ti ] eight, under the clock, at the Temple-exchange, 

Shift. What, little Transfer the broker! 

Sir Will. The ſame, Do you know him? 

Shift, Know him! Ay, rot him. It was but lf 
Eaſter Tueſday, he had me turn'd out at a feaſt, in 
Leather-ſellers Hall, for ſinging Room for Chckolds, 
like a parrot ; and vow'd it meant a reflection upon the 
whole body corporate. | 

Sir will You have reaſon to remember him. 

Shift. Yes, yes, I recommended a minor to him my- 
ſelf, for the loan only of fifty pounds; and wou'd you 
believe it, as I hope to be ſav'd, we din'd, ſupp'd, and 
wetted five and thirty guineas upon tick, in meetings 
at the Croſs-keys, in order to ſettle the terms; and at- 
ter all, the ſcoundrel would not lend us a ftiver. 

Sir Vill. Cou'd you perſonate him? e 

Shift. Him! Oh, you ſhall ſee me ſhift into hi 
ſhamble in a minute: and, with a wither'd face, a bit 
of a purple noſe, a cautionary: ſtammer, and a fleek 
filver head, I would undertake to deceive even bis 
banker. But to ſpeak the truth, Hhave a friend that 


can do this inimitably well. Have not 'you\ſomething 


of more conſequence for me??? 
Sir Will. I have. Cou'd not you, maſter Shift, af- 
ſume another ſhape ? You have attended auQions ! 
Shift Auctions] a conſtant puff. Deep in the myſte · 


ry; a profeſſed connoiſſeur; from a Niger to à nauti- | 


lus, from the Apollo Belvidere to a butterfſy. 
Sir Will. One of theſe inſinuating, oily: .oxgtars:. 
; 1 | l 
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will get you to perſonate: for we muſt have the plate 


and jewels in our poſſeſſion, or they will ſoon fall into 


other hands. 

Shift. 1 will do it. 

Sir Vill. Within PII give you farther inſtructions. 

Shift, I'll follow you. 

Sir Hill. [Going, returns.] You will want mate- 
rials. 

Shift. Oh, my dreſs I can be furniſh'd with in five 
minutes. [Exit Sir Will.] A whimfical old blade 
this. I ſhall laugh if this ſcheme miſcarries. I have 
a ſtrange mind to lend it a liſt—never had a greater 
Pho, a damn'd unnatural connection this of mine! 
What have I to do with fathers and guardians ! a par- 
cel of preaching, prudent, careful, curmudgeonly—- 
dead to pleaſures themſelyes, and the blafters of it in 
others Mere dogs in a manger—No, no, I'll veer, . 
tack about, open my budget to the boy, and join in a 
counter-plot, But hold, hold, friend Stephen, ſee firſt. 
how the land lies. Who knows whether this Ger- 
maniz'd genius has parts to comprehend, or ſpirit to 
reward thy merit, There's danger in that, ay, marry 
ij there. *Egad before 1 ſhift the helm, Pl! firſt examine 
the coaſt 3 and then if there be but a bold ſhore and a 
good bottom, have a care, old Square Toes, you will 
meet with your match. _ [Emite 


Enter Sir George, Loader, and Scrvant. 


Sir Geo. Let the Martin pannels for the vis-a-vis be 
carried to Long-Acre, and the pye- balls ſent to Hall's. 
to be bitted— You will give me leave to be in your 
debt till the evening, Mr. Loader. I have juſt enough 
left to diſcharge the baron; and we muſt, you know, 
be punQual with him, for the credit of the country. . 

Load. Fire him, a ſnub-nos'd fon of a bitch. Le- 
vant me, but he got enough laſt night to purchaſe a 
principality amongſt his countrymen, the High- dutchi- 
ans and Huſſarians. 5 15 

Sir Geo. You had your ſhare, Mr. Loader. 1 

Laad. Who, II butch we at four, but I was mark'd. 

ow | 5 to 
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to the top of your trick, by the baron, my dear. What, 
I am no cinque and quarter man. Come, ſhall we haye 
a dip in the hiſtory of the Four Kings this morning ? 
Sir Geo Rather too early. Beſides, it is the rule a. 

broad, never to engage a freſh, till our old ſcores are 
diſcharg'd. | 35 

Load Capot me, but thoſe lads abroad are pretty 
fellows let em ſay what they will. Here, fir, they 
will vowel you, from father to ſon, to the twentieth 
generation. They wou'd as ſoon now a days pay 
tradeſman's bill, as a play debt. All ſenſe of honour i; 
gone, not a ſtiver ſtirring. They could as ſoon: raiſe 
the dead as two pounds two; nick me, but I have: 
great mind to tie up, and ruin the raſcals.— What, has 
Transfer been here this morning? ET: 


Enter Dick. 


Sir Geo. Any body here, this morning, Dick ? 
Dick. No body, your honour. | 
Load. Repique the raſcal. He promis'd to be here 

before me. | 

Dick. I beg your honour's pardon. Mrs. Cole from 

the Piazza was. here, between ſeven and eight. 

Sir Geo. An early hour for a lady of her calling. 
Dick. Mercy on me! The poor gentlewoman is 

2 alter'd ſince we us'd to lodge there, in our 
jaunts from Oxford; wrapt up in flannels ; all over the 
rheumatiſe. | 
Lead. Ay, ay, old Moll is at her laſt ſtake. 
Dick. She bade me ſay, ſhe juſt ſtopt in her way 
to the tabernacle ; after the exhortation, ſhe ſays, ſhe'll 

call again. | 15 

Sir Geo. Exhortation ! Oh, I recollect. Well, whilſt 
they only make proſelytes from that profeſſion, they 
are heartily welcome to them. She does not mean to 
make me a convert? „ 

Dick. I believe ſhe has ſome ſuch deſign upon me; 
for ſhe offer'd me a book of hymns, a ſhilling, and 2 
dram, to go along with her. 5 1 

Sir Geo. No bad ſcheme, Dick. Thou haſt a fine, 
ſober, pſalm - ſinging countenance ; and when thou yl 
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been ſome time in their trammels, may'ſt make as able 
a teacher as the beſt of em. | 

Dick. Laud, fir, I want learning. 2 
Sir Geo. Oh, the ſpirit, the ſpirit will ſupply all that, 
Dick, never fear. | 


Enter Sir William, as a German Baror. 


My dear baron, what news from the Hay-market 7 
What ſays the Florenza ? Does ſhe yield? Shall I be 
happy ? Say yes, and command my. fortune. 

Sir Will. | was never did ſee ſo fine a woman ſince 
| was leave Hambuigh; dere was all de colour, all red 
and white, dat was quite natural; point d artifice. 
Then ſhe was dance and ſing, ——1I vow to heaven, I 


was never ſee de like! | 


: Sir 3 But how did ſhe receive my embaſſy ? What 
opes? 1 og 8 

Sir Will. Why dere was, monſieur le chevalier, 
when ] firſt enter, dree or four damn'd queer people; 
ah, ah, dought 1, by gad I gueſs your buſineſs. Dere- 
was one fat big woman's, dat I know a long time: le 
valet de chambre was tell me dat ſhe came from a 
grand merchand ; ha, ha, dought I, by your leave, 
ſick to your ſhop ; or, if you muſt have de pretty girl, 
dere is de play-hous, dat do very well for you ; but 
for 2 opera, pardonnez, by gar dat is meat for your 
maſter. 
: Sir Geo, Inſolent mechanic !—but ſhe defpis'd 

Sir Will. Ah, may foy, he is damn'd rich, has beau- 
coup de guineas; but after de fat woman was go, I 
was tell the ſignora, madam, der is one certain cheva- 
lier of this country, who has travell'd, ſee de world, 
bien fait, well made, beaucoup d'Eſprit, a great deal of 
monies, who beg, by gar, to have de honour to drow 
himſelf at your feet. 1 7 

Sir Geo, Well, well, baron. 

Sir Mill. She aſka your name; as foon as J tell her, 
aba, by gar, dans an inſtant, ſhe melt hy of 
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ſugar: ſhe run to her bureau, and, in de minute, re- 


turn wid de paper. 
Sir Geo. Giye it me. 


[ Read; 


Les preliminaires dune traite enter le chevalier Weal- 
thy, and la frgnora Diamenti. 


A bagatelle, a trifle : ſhe ſhall have it. 


load. Harke, knight, what is all that there out- 


Sir Geo, Read, read | The eloquence of angels, my 
dear baron! 46-1 „ 

Load. Slam me, but the man's mad ! I don't under- 
ſtand their Gibberiſh——What is it in Englith ? - 

Sir Ges. The preliminaries of a ſubſidy treaty, be- 
tween Sir G. Wealthy, and fignora Florenza ; that 
the ſaid. ſignora will reſign the poſſeſſion of her perſon 
to the ſaid Sir George, on the payment of three hun- 
dred guineas monthly, for equipage, table, domeſtics, 
dreſs, dogs, and diamonds ; ter debts to be duly diſ- 
charged, and a note advanced of five hundred by way 
of entrance. 33 | 

| Lead. Zounds, what a cormorant ! She muſt be de- 
viliſh handſome. 

Sir Geo, I am told ſo. | h 

Load. Told ſol Why did you never ſee her ? 

Sir Geo. No; and poſſibly never may, but from my 
box at the opera. I 

| Load, Hey-day ! Why what the devil _ | 

Sir Geo, Ha, ha, you ftare, I don't wonder at it. 
This is an elegant refinement, unknown to the grols 
volumptuaries of this part of the world. This is, Mr. 


Loader, what may be called a debt to your dignity: | 


for an opera girl is as teſſential a piece of equipage for 


a man of faſhion, as his coach. 
Lead, The devil! 11 5 
Sir Ceo *Tis for the vulgar only to enjoy what they 


poſſeſs: the diſtinction of ranks and conditions are, to 


have hounds, and never hunt; cooks, and dine at ta- 
verns; houſes, you never inhabit; miſtreſſes, you ne- 
ver enjoy—— | 5 
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Load. And debts, you never pay. Egad, I am not 
ſurpriz'd at it; if this be your trade, no wonder that 
you want money for neceſſaries, when you give ſuch a 
damn'd deal for nothing at all. | PH 


Enter Servant. 
Serv. Mrs. Cole to wait upon your honour. 


Sir Geo. My dear baron, run, diſpatch wy affair, 
conclude my treaty, and thank her for the very rea- 


| ſonable conditions. 


ll I fall. 18575 
ir Geo, Mr. Loader, ſhall I trouble you to intro- 
duce the lady ? She is, 1 think, your acquaintance. 

Loud. Who, old Moll? Ay, ay, ſhe's your market- 
woman. I would not give a fx-pence {or your ſigno- 
ras- One armful of good, wholeſome Britiſh beauty, 
is worth a ſhip load of their trapſing, tawdry trollops. 
But hark'e, baron, how much for the table ? Why ſhe 
muſt have a deviliſh large family, or a monſtrous flo- 
mach. e | | | 

Sir Will. Ay, ay, dere is her moder, la complaiſante 
to walk in de Park, and to go to de play; two broders, 
deux valets, dree Spaniſh lap-dogs, and de monkey 
| Load Strip me, if I wou'd ſet five ſhillings againſt 
the whole gang. May my partner renounce with the 
game in his hand, if I were you, knight, if J would 
not: | 1 [ { wit Bar. 
- Sir Geo. But the lady waits. [ Exit Load.] A ſtrange 
fellow this. What a whimfical jargon he talks. Not 
an idea abſtraQed from play. To fay truth, I am fin- 
cerely ſfick-of my acquaintance: But, however, I have 
the firſt people in the kingdom to keep me in counte- 
nance. Death and the vice level all diſtinctions. 


Enter Mrs. Cole, ſupported by Loader and Dick. 


Mrs. Cole. Gently, gently, good Mr. Loader. 
Load, Come along, old Moll. Why. you jade, you 
look as roſy this morning, I muſt have a ſmack at your 
muns. Here, taſte her, ſhe is as good as old hock to 


get you a ſtomach. 


* 


Mrs. 


{ 
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Mrs. Cole. Fye, Mr. Loader, I thought your had 
forgot me. 

Lead. I forget you! I would as ſoon forget what 
is trumps. | | 0] 

Mrs. Cole. Softly, ſoftly, young man. There, 
there, mighty well And how does your honour do} 
I han't ſeen your honour, I can't tell the—Oh ! mercy 
on me, there's a twinge 

Sir Geo. What is the matter, Mrs. Cole? 

Mrs. Cole. My old diſorder, the rheumatiſe.; | 
han't been able to get a wink of— Oh la ! what, you 
have been in town theſe two days ? 

Sir Geo. Since Wedneſday. 3 39 

Mrs. Cole. And never once call'd upon old Cole. 
No, no, I am worn out, thrown by and forgotten, like 
a tatter'd garment, as Mr. Squintum ſays. Oh, he i 
a dear man ! But for him I bad been a loſt ſheep ; ne- 


There's your old friend, Kitty Carros, at home ſtil. 
What, ſhall we ſee you this evening? I have kept 


in town. 

Load. What, ſhall we take a ſnap at old Moll' 
abroach ? 1 7 | 

Mrs. Cole. Bright as a ruby; and for flavour 1 You 
know the colonel——He and Jenny Cummins drank 
three flaſks, hand to fiſt, laſt night. * 
Load. What, and bilk thee of thy ſhare? 

Mrs. Cole. Ah, don't mention it, Mr. Loader. No, 
that's all over with me. The time has been, when 
could have earn'd thirty ſhillings a day by my own 
drinking. and the next morning” was neither ſick, nor 
forry : But now, O laud, a thimbleful turns me topſy- 
turvays! e eee 

Load. Poor old girl! 
Mrs. Cole. Ay, I have done with theſe idle vani- 
ties; my thoughts are fixed upon a better place. 
What, I ſuppoſe, Mr. Loader, you will be for your 
old friend the black ey'd girl, from Roſemary-lane- 
Ha, ba! Well, tis a merry little tit. A thouſand mw 

| I $ 
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ſhe's ſuch a reprobate——But ſhe'll mend ; her time 
is not come: all ſhall have their call, as Mr. Squin- 
tum ſays, ſooner or later; regeneration is not the work 
of a day. No, no, no, Oh! | 

Sir Geo. Not worſe, I hope. | 

Mrs. Cole. Rack, rack, gnaw, gnaw, never eaſy, 
abed or up, all's one. Pray, honeſt friend, have you 
any clary, or mint-water in the houſe ? 

Dick. A caſe of French Drams. | 

Mrs. Cole. Heaven defend me! I would not touch 
a dram for the world. | 

Sir Geo. They are but cordials, Mrs. Cole. Fetch 
em, you blockhead. 9 [Exit Dick. 

Mrs. Cole. Ay, 1 am a going; a waſting and a 
waſting, Sir George. What will become of the houſe 
when I am gone, heaven knows. No.—— When 
people are miſs'd, then they are mourn'd. Sixteen 
years have I liv'd in the Garden, comfortably and cre- 
ditably ; and, tho? I fay it, could have got bail any 
hour of the day : Reputable tradeſmen, Sir George, 


| neighbours, Mr Loader knows; no knock me down 


doings in my houſe. A ſet of regular, ſedate, ſober 
cuſtomers. No rioters. Sixteen did I fay——Ay, 
eighteen years | have paid ſcot and lot in the pariſh of 
St. Paul's, and during the whole time, no body have 
faid, Mrs. Cole, why do you ſo ? Unleſs twice that I 
was before Sir Thomas De Val, and three times in the 
round-houſe. | 

Sir Geo, Nay, don't weep, Mrs. Cole. * 
Load. May | loſe deal, with an honour at bottom, 
if old Moll does not bring tears into my eyes. 

Mrs. Cole. However, it is a comfort after all, to 
think one has paſt thro' the world with credit and 
CharaQer. Ay, a good name, as Mr. Squintum ſays, 
is better than a gallipot of ointment. ns 


| Entcy Dick with a dram. 

Load. Come, hafte, Dick, haſte ; ſorrow is dry. 
Here, Moll, ſhall 1 fill thee a bumper ? 575 
Mis. Cole. Hold, hold, Mr. Loader! Heaven help 
r . | | ' you, 


by 
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Mrs. Ce 


you, I could as foon ſwallow the Thames. Only; 
ſip, to keep the gout out of my ſtomach. would d- 
Load. Why then, here's to thee. —Levant me, but Sir Geo. 
it is ſupernaculum. —Speak when you have enough. onitor. | 
Mrs. Cole. I won't trouble you for the glaſs ; my een wro1 
hands do fo tremble and ſhake, I ſhall but ſpill the Mrs. Ce 
good creature. pon my 
Load. Well pull'd. But now to buſinefs. Pr'ythee, Noubts, a 
Moll, did not I ſee a tight young wench in a linen NTinth, an- 
- gown, knock at your door this morning? I thought 
Mrs Cole. Ay, a young thing from the country. ortable 
Load, Could we not get a peep at her this even- {WIwou'd no 
ing? | Sir Geo 
Mrs. Cole. Impoſſible! She is engag'd to Sir Ti. Mrs. C 


mothy Totter. I have taken earneſt for her theſe {repent ; 
three months. | _Wtald-par: 
Load. Pho? what ſignifies ſuch a fellow as that ! Tip aut I qu 


. him an old trader, and give her to the knight. uch a 
Mrs, Cole. Tip him an old trader I-Mercy on us, {Wtheir bar 
where do you expect to go when you die, Mr. bey lock 
Loader ? ſweeteſt, 
Load. Crop me, but this Squintum has turn'd her or a ſea 


brains. | | mould h 
Sir Geo. Nay, Mr. Loader, I think the gentleman 
has wrought a moſt happy reformation. 
Mrs. Cale. Oh, it was a wonderful work. There 
had I been toſſing in a ſea of fin, without rudder or 
compaſs, And had not the good gentleman piloted 
me into the harbour of grace, I muſt bave ftruck 
againſt the rocks of reprobation, and have been quite 
ſwallow'd up in the whirlpool of deſpair. He was the 
precious inſtrument of my ſpiritual ſprinkling. —But 


Mrs. 
illneſs, 
with his 
] beeam 
ture, 


however, Sir George, if your mind be ſet upon a Dick. 
young country thing, to-morrow night 1 believe I can honour 
furnih-you. 1 Sir G 
Load, As how? 1 with yo 
Mrs. Cole. 1 have advertis'd this morning, in the Mrs. 
regiſter-office, for ſervants under ſeventeen 3 and ten rm. 
to one but 1 light on ſomething that will do. vir 
Load. Pillory me, but it has a face, Cole, ? , 
. =. Mrs. Cole- Mrs. 


ing? 


ly 


'' 
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Mrs. Cole. Truly, conſiſtently with my conſcience, 
would do any thing for your honour. 

Sir Geo. Right, Mrs. Cole, never loſe fi ght of that 
onitor. But pray, how long has this heavenly change 
been wrought in you? 

Mrs. Cole, Ever ſince my laſt viſitation of the gout, 
pon my firſt fit, ſeven years ago, I began to have my 


doubts, and my waverings ; but | was loſt in a laby- 


rinth, and no body to ſhew me the road. One time, 


thought of dying a Roman, which is truly a com- 


ortable communion enough for one of us: but it 
wou'd not do. 

Sir Geo. Why not? 

Mrs. Cole. I went one ſummer over to Boulogne to 
repent 3 and. wou'd you believe it, the barefooted, 
tald-pate beggars would not give me abſolution, with» 
out J quitted my buſineſs — Did you ever hear of 
uch a ſet of ſcabby—— Beſides, I could not bear 
their barbarity, Would you believe | it, Mr. Loader, 
they lock up for their lives, in a nunnery, the prettieſt, 
ſweeteſt, tender, young things !——Oh, fix of them, 
for a ſeaſon, would finith my buſineſs here, and then I 
mould have nothing to do, but to think of bereafter. 

Load. Brand me, what a country! 5 

Sir Geo. Oh, ſcandalous ! 

Mrs. Cole. 0 no, it would not do. 80. in my laſt 
illneſs, I was wiſh'd to Mr. Squintum, who ftept in 
with his ſaving grace, got me with the new birth, and 
| beeame, as you lee, regenerate, and another crea- 
ture, 


* 


Enter Dick. 


Dick. Mr. Transfer, fir, has ſent to know if your 
honour be at home. 

Sir Geo. Mrs Cole, I am mortify'd to part with 
with you. But bus'neſs, you know 

Mrs. Cole. True, Sir George. Mr. Loader, your 
arm Gently, oh, oh! 

Sir Geo. Wou'd you take another thimbleful, Mrs. 


Cole ?; 
Mrs: Cl. Not a drop—l ſhall ſee you this even- 
ng? | vir 


n 
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Sir Geo. Depend upon me. . 
Mrs. Cole. To-morrow J hope to ſuit you We 


are to have, at the tabernacle, an occaſional hymn, 
with a thankſgiving ſermon for my recovery. After 


which, I ſhall call at the regiſter office, and ſee what 


goods my advertiſement has brought in. 
dir Geo Extremely oblig'd to you, Mrs. Cole. 
Mrs Coe. Or if that ſhould not do, I have a tid 


dit at home, will ſuit your ſtomach, Never bruſh" 


by a beard. Well. heaven bleſs you—Softly, have 
care, Mr. Loader—Richard, you may as well giv 
me the bottle into the chair, for fear I ſhould be taken 
ill on the road. Gently——ſo, fo! 1 
8 [ Exit Mrs. Cole and Loader 
Sir Geo. Dick, ſhew Mr. Transfer in—— Ha, ha, 
what a hodge podge | How the j de has jumbled to- 
gether the carnal and the ſpiritual ; with what eaſe 
ſhe reconciles her new birth to her old calling 
No wonder theſe preachers have plenty of proſelytes, 
whilſt they have the addreſs ſo comfortably to blend 


the bitherto jarring intereſts of the two worlds. 


Enter Loader, 


Well, knight, I have hous'd her; but they want 
ou within, fir. 


Sir Geo. PI go to them immediately. 


| ACT 


r 
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Enter Dick, introducing Transfer. 


Dicx. 
M* maſter will come to you preſently. 


Enter Sir George. 


Sir Geo. Mr. Transfer, your ſervant. 

Tranſ. Your honour's very humble. I thought to 
have found Mr. Loader here. | 

Sir Geo. He will return immediately. Well, Mr. 
Transfer — but take a chair—-you have had a long 
walk Mr. Loader, I preſume, open'd to you the 
urgency of my bus'neſs. 85 5 

Tranſ. Ay, ay, the general cry, money, money? 
] don't know, for my part, where all the money is 
flown to. Formerly a note, with a tolerable endorſe- 
ment, was as Current as caſh. If your uncle Richard 
now would join in this ſecurity =——— 

Sir Geo. Impoſſible. 

Tranſ. Ay, like enough. I wiſh you were of age. 

Sir Geo. So do I, But as that will be conſider'd in 
the premium | 

Tranſ. True, true—I ſee you underſtand bus'neſs 

—And what ſum does your honour lack at pre- 


ſent ? | 

Sir Geo, Lack How much have you brought? 

Tranſ. Who, I? Dear me! none. 

dir Geo, Zouni1s, none! | | 

Tranſ. Lack=a-day, none to be had, I think. All 
the morning have I been upon the hunt. There, 
Ephraim Barebones, thetallow-chandler, in Thames- 
ſtreet, us'd to be a never-failing chap ; not a guinea 
to be got there. Then | totter'd away to Nebuchad- 
nezzar Zebulon, in the Old Jewry, but it happen'd 
to be Saturday; and they never touch on the Sabbath, 
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Sir Geo. Why, what the devil can I do? 

Tranſ. Good me, I did not know your honour had 
been ſo preſs'd. 

Sir Geo. My honour preſt! Yes, my honour is 
not only preſt, but ruin'd, unleſs J can raiſe money to 
redeem it. That blockhead Loader, to depend upon 


this old doating | 


Tranſ Well, well, now I declare, I am quite forry 
to ſee your honour in ſuch a taking. 

Sir Geo. Damn your ſorrow 

Tranſ. But come, don't be caſt down: Tho? money 
is not to be had, money's worth may, and that's the 
fame thing. 

Sir Geo, How, dear Transfer ? | 

Tranſ. Why I have, at my warehouſe in the city, 


ten caſks of ie d ber, a large cargo of Dantzick 


dowlaſs, with a curious ſoitment of Birmingham hafts, 


and Whitney blankets for exportation. 
Sir Geo. Hey! 


Tranſ. And os, ſtay, then, again, at my country- 


houſe, the bottom of Gray 's-inn-lane, there's a hun- 
dred tun of fine old hay, only damag'd a Little laſt 
winter, for want of . with forty load of 
flint ſtones. 
Sir Geo, Well. 
| Tranſ. Your honour may * all theſe for a rea- 
ſonable profit, and convert them into caſh. 
- Sir Geo. Blubber and blankets? Why, you old 
raſcal, do you banter me ? 
T ranſ Whol? O law, marry heaven forbid. 
F Sir Geo, Get out of wy —you ſtuttering ſcoun- 
rel. 
Tranſ. If your honour would but hear me 
Sir Geo. Troop, I ſay, unleſs you have a mind to 
| 80 a ſhorter way than you cane. [Lrit Tr. 
And yet there is ſon ething fo uncommonly ridiculous 
in his propoſal, that were my mind more at eaſe, — 


Enter Loader. 


$o, fir, you have recommended me to a fine fellow. 
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Sir Geo. He can't ſupply me with a ſhilling ! and 
wants, beſides, to make me a dealer in dowlaſs. 

Load. Ay, and a very good commodity too. Peo- 
ple that are upon ways and means, muſt not be nice, 
knight. A pretty piece of work you have made 
here ! Thrown up the cards, with the game in your 
hands. 

dir Geo. Why, pr'ythee, of what uſe would his 

Lead. Uſe! of every uſe. Procure you the ſpankers, 
my boy. I have a broker, that in a twinkling, ſhall 
take off your bargain. 

Sir Geo. Indeed ! 

Load. Indeed ! Ay, indeed. You fit down to hazard, 
and not know the chances ! I'll call him back. —Helo, 
Transfer —A pretty, little, buſy, buſtling—You may 
travel miles, before you will meet with his match. If 
there is one pound in the city, he will get it. He 
creeps, like a ferret, into their bags, and makes the 
yellow boys bolt again. 

Enter Tender 
Come hither, little Transfer; what, man, our iſles 
was a little too haſty; he did not underſtand trap: 
knows nothing of the game, my dear. 

Tranſ. What I ſaid, was to ſerve Sir George ; as 
he ſeem'd 

Load. 1 told him ſo; well, well, we will take 
thy commodities, were they as many more. But try, 
pr'ythee, if thou cou'dft not procure us ſome of the 
_ for preſent ſpending. | 

. Let me conſider. 

7 Ay, do, come : ſhuffle thy brains ; never er 
the baronet. To let a lord of lands want ſhiners ; 
ts a ſhame. 


Tranſ. 1 do recollect. in this quarter of the town, 


an old friend, that us'd to do things in this wer 
| Load. Wo? 
Tranſ. Statute, the ſcrivener. 
Lad. Slam me, but he has 'nick'd the 2800 · | 
Tranſ. A hard man, maſter Loader! 
Sir Gee. No matter. 
Tranſ. His demands are exorbitant. 8 
. Sir Geo. 
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Sir Geo. That is no fault of ours. 

Load. Well ſaid, knight! 

Tranſ. But to ſave time, I had better -mention his 
terms. | 

Load. Unneceſſary. 

Tran. Five per cent. legal intereſt. 

Sir. Geo, He ſhall have it. 

Tranſ. Ten, the premium. 

Sir Geo. No more words. 

Tranſ. Then as you are not of age, five more for 
enſuring your life. 

Load. We will give it. 

T ran. As for what he will demand for the riſque 

Sir Geo. He ſhall be ſatisfy'd. 

Tranſ. You pay the attorney. | 

Sir Geo. Amply, amply ; Loader, diſpatch him, 

Load. There, there, little Transfer; now every 
thing is ſettled. All terms ſhall be comply'd with, 
reaſonable or unreaſonable. What our principal is a 
man of honour. [Exit Tr.] Hey, my knight, this 
is doing buſineſs. This pinch is a ſure card. £ 


1 Transfer. 


Tranſ. ] had forgot one thing. I am not the prin- 
cipal; you pay the brokerage. 

| Load Ay, ny ; and a handſome preſent into the 
rgain, never fear. 

2 Enough, enough. . | 
Hark'e, ns 0 well take the Birmingham 
' haf's and Whitney wares. 

Tranſ., They ſhall be forthcoming, ——You would 
not have the hay, with the flints ? 

Load Every pebble of em. The magiſtrates of the 
Baronet's borough are infirm and gouty. He ſhall 
deal them as new pavement. [ Exit. Tr.] So, that's 
ſettled. I believe. knight, I can lend you a helping 
hand as to the laſt article. I know ſome traders that 


will truck : fellows with finery. Not commodities of 


ſuch clumſey conveyance as old Transfers, | 
dir Geo, You are obliging, + . 
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und TH do it, boy; and get you, into the bar- 
gain, a bonny auctioneer, that ſhall diſpoſe of em all 
in a crack. I kErit. 


Enter Dick. | 


Dick. Your uncle, fir, has been waiting ſome time. 
Sir Geo, He comes in a lucky hour, Shew him 
in. [ Exit. Dick.] Now for a lecture. My fituation 
ſha'n't ſink my ſpirits, however. Here comes the 


muſty trader, running over with remonſtrances. I 
muſt - banter the cit. 


Enter Richard Wealthy. 


R Weal. So, fir, what, I ſuppoſe, this is a ſpice 
of your foreign breeding, to let your uncle kick his 
heels in your hall, whilſt your preſence chamber is 
crouded with pimps, bawds, and gameſters. 

Sir Geo, Oh, a proof of my reſpect, dear uncle. 
Would it have been decent now, uncle, to have in- 
troduced you into ſuch company? 

R. Weal. Wonderfully . conſiderate! Well, young 
man, and what do you think will be the end of 
all this? Here I have received by the laſt mail, 
2.quire- of your draughts from abroad. I ſee you 
are determin'd our neighbours ſhould taſte of your 
magnificence. 

Sir Geo, Yes, I think I did ſome credit to my 
country. - 

R Weal. And how are all theſe to be paid? 

Sir Geo. That I ſubmit to you, dear uncle. 

R. Weal. From me! Not a ſouſe to keep you 
from the counter. | 

Sir Geo. Why then let the ſcoundrels ſtay. It is 
their duty. I have other demands, debts of honour, 
which muſt be diſcharg d 

R. Meal. Here's a diabolical diſtintion ! Here's a 
proſtitution of words Honour! Sdeath, that a raſ- 
cal. who has pick'd your pocket, ſhall have his crime 
gilded with the moſt ſacred diſtinction, and his plun- 
der punctually paid, whilſt the induſtrious * 

| | w 
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who miniſters to your very wants, ſhall hive: bis 
debt delay'd, and his demand treated as inſolent. 

Sir Geo, Oh! a truce to this thread-bare trumpery, 
dear uncle, 

R. Meal. ] confeſs my folly; but make yourſelf 
eaſy ; you won't be troubled with many more of 
my viſits. I own I was weak enough to deſign a ſhort 
expoſtulation with you; but as we in the city know 
the true value of time, I ſhall take care not to . 
der away any more of it upon you. 

Sir Geo. A prudent reſolution. 

R. Weal. One commiſſion, however, I can't diſ- 
penſe with myſelf from executing.—lIt was agreed 
between your father and me, that as he ou but one 
ſon and 1 one daughter 

Sir Geo. Your gettings ſhould be added to his eſtate, 
and my couſin Margery and I ſquat down together in 
the comfortable ſtate of matrimoney. 

R. Meal. Puppy! Such was our intention. Now 
his laſt will claims this contraQ. 

Sir Geo. Diſpatch, dear uncle. 8 

R. Meal. Why then i in a word, * me here en 
the execution. 8 

Sir Geo, What d'ye mean ? For me to marry Mar- 
gery ? 

R. Weal. I do. 

Sir Geo, What, moi-me ? 

R. Weal. You, you Your anſwer, ay or no? 

Sir Geo Why then concifely and briefly, without 
- equivocation, or further circumlocution,— 


'R Weal I am glad of it. 

Sir Geo. So am I. 

R. Weal. But pray if it would not t be too 8 
fayour, what objections can you have to my daughter? 
Not that I want to remove em, but merely out of cu- 
rioſity. What objeCtions ? 

Sir Geo. None I neither know her, have ſeen her, 
enquired after her, or ever intend it. 

R. Meal What, perhaps, I am the ſtumbling block ? 

Sir Geo, You have hit it. 
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R. Meral. Ay, now we come to the point. Well, 
and pray — | 

Sir. Geo. Why it is not ſo much a diſlike to your 
perſon, tho' that is exceptionable enough, but your 


profeſſion,. dear nuncle, is an inſuperable obſtacle. 


R. Weal. Good lack! And what harm has that 
done, pray ? E | . rg; 

Sir Ge/, Done ! So ſtain'd, polluted, and tainted 
the whole maſs of your blood, thrown ſuch a blot on 
your ſcutcheon, as ten regular ſucceſſions can hardly 
efface. e | 

R. Weal, The deuce! 5 

Sir Ge. And cou'd you now, conſiſtently with your 
duty as a faithful guardian, recommend my union with 
the daughter of a trader? 1 Þ 

R. Weal. Why, indeed, I aſk pardon ; I am afraid 
I did not weigh the matter as maturely as | ought. 

Sir Ces. Oh, a horrid barbarous ſcheme! 

R. Weal, But then I thought her having the honour 
to partake of the ſame fleſn and blood with your- 
ſelf, might pieve in ſome meaſure, a kind of fullers- 
earth, to ſcour out the dirty ſpots contraQted by com- 
merce. | | 

Sir Geo. Impeſſible! | 

* Meal. Beſides, here it has been the practice even 
of peers. ä | 

ir Geo Don't mention. the unratural intercourſe ! 
Thank. heav'n, Mr. Richard Wealthy, my education 
bas been in another country, where | have been too 
well inſtructed in the value of nubilny, to think of in- 
termixing it with the offspring of a Bourgois. Why, 
what apology cou'd | make to iy children, for giving 
them-1uch a mother :? 72 85 | 

R. Heal I did not think of that. Then I muſt deſ- 


| pair, I am afraid. 


Sir Geo, I can afford but litt e hopes. Tho', upon 
recallection ls the Griſſette pretty ? : 
R. Meal. A parent way be partial. She is thought 


Sir. Geo. Ab la jolie petite Bourgoiſe ! Poor girl, 1 
ſincerely pity her. And 1 ſuppole, to procure her 
Vol. I. = emerſien 
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emerſion from the mercantile mud, no conſi deration R. We 
wou'd be ſpar'd. I is trea! 
R. Weal. Why to be ſure, for ſuch an honour, one punithin 
* wou'd ftrain a point. condition 
Sir Geo Why then not totally to deſtroy your hopes, predeceſſ 
I do recollect an edict in favour of Brittany; that Pips, hav 
when a man of diſtinction engages in commerce, his Sir Ge, 
nobility is ſuffer'd to ſleep. R. We 
R. Meal. Indeed! are upon 
Sir Geo. And upon his quitting the contagious con. Hut by a 
nexion, he is permitted to reſume his 7 . he maſte 
R. Neal. That's fortunate. dir Geo 
Sir Geo. So nuncle Richard, if you will ſell out we ois blood 
the ſtocks, ſhut -up your counting-houſe, and quit 
St. Mary Ax for Groſvenor-ſquare — 
R. Weal. What then ? Sir Vi. 
Sir Geo. Why, when your rank has had time o vir Geo. 
rouſe itſelf, for 1 think your nobility, nuncle, bas had finity, h 
a pretty long nap, if the girl's perſon is pleaſing, and om a ſoa 
the purchaſe money is adequate to the honour, I may dir Wil 
in time be prevail'd -upon to reſtore her to the right vir Geo. 
of her family. dir Wil. 
R. Weal. Amazing condeſcenſion. uka you, 
Sir Geo Good-nature is my foible. But, upon {ME *ffronter 
my ſoul, I wou'd not have gone ſo far for any body Sir Geo. 
elſe. dr Will 
R. Weal. I can contain no longer. Hear me, ſpend- 7 
thrift, prodigal, do you know, that in ten days your dir Geo, 
whole revenue won't purchaſe you a feather to adon dir Will, 
your empty head ? enty def 
Sir Geo, Hey day, what's the matter now ? Load, By 


R. Meal. And that you derive every acre of your 
boaſted patrimony from your great uncle, a ſoap- 
boiler! | 

Sir Geo, Infamous aſperſion ! 

R. Weal. It was his bags, the fruits of his hore 
induſtry, that preſery'd your lazy, 'beggarly nobility; 
His wealth repair'd your tottering hall, from the ruins 
of which, even the rats had run. 

Sir Geo. Better our name had periſh'd ! Inſupport- 
able! ſoap-boiling, uncle 
R. Meal. 
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R. Weal. Traduce a trader in a country of commerce! 
I is treaſon againſt the community; and, for your 
puniſhment, | wou'd have you reſtor'd to the ſordid 
condition from whence we drew you, and like your 
predeceſſors, the PiQs, ſcript, painted, and fed upon 
hips, haws, and blackberries 

Sir Geo, A truce, dear haberdaſher. 

R. Weal. One pleaſure J have, that to this goal you 
zre upon the gallop ; but have a care, the ſword hangs 
ut by a thread. When next we meet, know me for 
he maſter of your fate. Exit. 

Sir Geo. Inſolent mechanic! But that his Bour- 
ois blood wou'd have ſoild my ſword—— 


N- 


on Enter Baron and Loader. 


Sir Will. What is de matter? 


Li Geo. A fellow here, upon the credit of a little 


bad I fnity, has dard to upbraid me with being ſprung 
and oom a ſoap-boiler. 

Sir Will. Vat, you from the boiler of ſoap! 

Sir Geo. Me. | 

Sir Will. Aha, begar dat is another ting——And 
arka you, miſter monſieur, ha—how dare a you have 
affrontery— | 

Sir Geo. How ! 

vir Will. De impertinence to fit down, play wid 


end. WF? . 
your dir Geo. What is this? 1 
dom dir Will. A beggarly Bourgois vis- avis, a baron of 


enty deſcents. 

Load. But baron 

dir Will. By gar, I am almoſt aſham'd to win of 

ch low, a dirty —-Give me my monies, and let a me 

ver ſee your face. ed 

lad Why, but baron, you miſtake this thing, I 

ow the old buck this fellow prates about. 

dir Will. May be. 

Load Pigeon me, as true a gentleman as the grand 

ior, He was indeed, a good-natur'd obliging, 

ſendly fellow; and being a great judge of ſoap, tar, 

d train-oil, he us'd to have it home to bis houſe, 
| K 2 and 
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and ſell it to his acquaintance for ready money, u 
ſerve them, | 


Tmirk. 


cargo to 
Sir Gee 


Sir Vill. Was dat all ? Smirk. 
Load. Upon my honour. : me fale. 
Sir Will. Oh, dat, dat is another ting. Bygar I gentler 
was afraid he was negotiant. tion of c| 
Load, Nothing like 1t. the real. 
Enter Dick, 1 

Dick. A gentleman to enquire for Mr. Loader. ceabd. 
Load. | come A pretty ſon of a bitch, this baron! Smirk. 
| pimps for the man, picks his pocket, and then wanyMolitaire | 
to kick him out of company, becauſe his uncle u ut then 
an oil-man. | Eri night be 
Sir Will. T beg pardon, chevalier, I was miſtake. 1 
Sir Oro. Oh, don't mention it; had the flam bee Sir Ge 
fact, your behaviour was natural enough. ' quires pa 
| Enter Loader. W 
Load. Mr. Smirk, the auctioneer. Sir Ge 
Sir Geo. Shew him in, by all means. | Smirk. 
„ [Exit Loada have kn 
Sir Will. You have affair. Ne man in 1 
Sir Geo. If you'll walk into the next room, the or ever v 
will be finiſhed 1n five minutes. touch yo 
Enter Loader, with Shift ar Smitk. oro 0 
Load. Here, maſter Smirk, this is the gentleman Sir G. 
Harke, knight, did I not tell you, 61d Moll was you Smirk, 
mark? Here ſhe has brought you a pretty piece u vie wi 


predecef] 
be on a 
forget th 
Cholic, 

by the h 
You kno 


man's meat already, as ſweet as a noſegay, and: 
ripe as a cherry, you rogue. Diſpatch him, meat 
time we'll manage the girl lex 
Smirk. You are the principal . 
Sir Geo. Even ſo. I have, Mr, Smirk, ſome thing 
of a conſiderable value, which I want to diſpoſe « 


immediately. | ſeaſon ; 
. ye 
Sir Geo: Could you affiſt me? 0, 4 
o body at 


Sir .Geo, But directly? 
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Smirk. We have an auction at twelve. Pl add your 
7, cargo to the catalogue. | | 
Sir Geo. Can that be done? 
Smirk. Every day's practice: it is for the credit of 
the ſale. Latt week, amonglt the valuable effeQs of 
ar a gentleman, going abroad, I fold a choice collec- 
tion of china, with a curious ſervice of plate; though 
the real party was never maſter of above two Delft 
liſhes, and a dozen of pewter. in all his life. | 

Sir Geo. Very artificial. But this muſt be con- 
ceal'd, | 
dir. Bury'd here. Oh, many an aigrette and 
ſolitaire baye I ſold, to diſcharge a lady's play-debt. 
But then we muſt know the parties; otherwiſe it 
might be knockt down to the huſband hiuſelf. Ha, 
ha Hey ho! 1 
dir Gea, True. Upon my word, your profeſſion re- 
quires parts. | OY 
' Smirk., No body's more. Did you ever hear Sir 
George, what firſt brought me into the buſineſs ? 

vir Gea. Never. 

Smirk. Quite an accident, as I mor fay. You myſt 
have known my predeceſſor, Mr, Prig, the greateſt 
man 1n the ix, in his way, ay, or that eyer.was 
or ever will be; quite a jewel of a man; he would 
touch you up a lot; there was no reſiſting him. He 
wou'd force you to bid, whether you wou'd or ng, I 
ſhall never fee his equal. h 

Sir Ges. You are modeſt, Mr. Smirk. 

Smirk, No, no, but his ſhadow. Far be it from me, 
oO vie with that great man. But as I was ſaving, my 
predeceſſor, Mr. Prig, was to have a ſale as it might 
be on a Saturday. Gn Friday at noon, I ſhall never 
forget the day, he was ſuddenly ſeiz'd with a violent 
cholic, He ſent for me to his bed-ſide, ſqueez'd me 
by the hand; Dear Smirk, ſaid he, what an accident! 

ou know what is to-morrow ; the greateſt ſhew this 
leaſon ; prints, pictures, bron zes, butterflies, medals, 
and minionettes ; all the world will be there; lady Dy 
Jos, Mrs. Nankyn, the ducheſs of Dupe, and every 
body at all; You ſee my Ke. it will he impoſſible for 


3 me 
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me to mount. What can I do?—It was not for me, 
you know, to adviſe that great man. 

Sir: Geo. No, no. 
. Smirk. At laſt, looking wiſhfully at me, Smirk, 

ſays he, d'you love me?—Mr. P ig, can you doubt 
it ? I'll put it to the teſt, ſays he; ſupply my place 
to-morrow I, eager to ſhew my love, raſhly and 
rapioly replied, I will. 

Sir Geo. That was bold. 5 

Smirk, Abſolute madneſs. But I had gone too far to 
recede. Then the point was, to prepare for the ave- 
ful occaſion. The firſt want that occurred to me, was 
a wig ; but this was too material an article to depend 
on my own judgment. I reſolved to conſult my 
friends. I told them the affair — You hear, gentle. 
men, what has happen'd ; Mr. Prig, one of the great- 
eſt men in his way, the world ever ſaw, or ever will, 
quite a jewel of a man, taken with a violent fit of the 
cholic; to-morrow, the greateſt ſhew this ſeaſon; 
prints, pictures, bronzes, butterflies, medals, and mi- 
nionettes ; every body in the world will be there; lady 
Dy Joſs, Mrs. Nankyn, ducheſs of Dupe, and all man- 
kind; it being impoſſible he ſhould mount, I have con- 
ſented to ſell—— They ſtar'd— It is true, gentlemen. 
Now I ſhould be glad to have your opinions as toa 
wig. They were divided: ſome recommended a tye, 
others a bag: one mention'd a bob, but was ſoon over- 
ruPd. Now, for my part, I own, I rather inclin'd to 
the bag; but to avoid the imputation of raſlineſs, | 
reſolv'd to take Mrs. Smirk's judgment, my wife, a dear 
good woman. fine in figure, high in taſte, a ſuperiot 
genius, and knows old china like a. Nabob. 

Sir Geo. What was her deciſion ? 
Smirk. I told her the caſe—My dear, you know 
what has happen'd. My good friend, Mr. Prig, the 
greateſt man in the world, in his way, that ever was, 
or ever will be, quite a jewel of a man, a violent fit 
of the cholic the greateſt ſhew this ſeaſon, to-mor- 
row, pictures, and every thing in the world; all the 
world will be there: now, as it is impoſſible he ſhould, 
I mount in his ſtead, You know the importance of 2 

| wig ; 
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wig; 1 have aſk'd my friends ſome recommend a tye. 
others a bag— what is your opinion? Why, to deal 
free, Mr. Smirk, ſays ſhe, a tye for your round, regu- 
lar, ſiniling face would be rather too formal, and a 
bag too boyith, deficient in dignity for the ſolemn oc- 
cation ; were I worthy to adviſe, you ſhould wear a 
ſomething between both — I'll be hang'd, if you don't 
mean a major, J jumpt at the hint, and a major it 

was. e eee 4 8 
Sir G-o, Po, that was fik. 

Smirk, Finally. But next day, when I came to 
mount the roſtrum, then was the tryal. My limbs: 
ſhook, and my tongue trembled The firſt lot was a 
chamber utenſil, in Chelſea china, of the pea-green pat- 
tern, It occaſioned a great laugh; but | got thro! it. 
Her grace, indeed, gave me great encouragement. I 
overheard her whiſper to lady Dy, Upon my word, 
Mr. Smirk does it very well. Very well, indeed, Mr. 
Smirk addrefling herſelf to me. I made an acknow- 
ledging bow to her grace, as in duty bound. But one 
flower flounced involuntarily from we that day as I 
may fay. I remember, Dr. Trifle call'd it enthuſi- 
_ and pronounc'd it a preſage of my future great- 
neſs, 

Sir Geo. What was that ? 

Smirk, Why, ſir, the lot was a Guido; a fingle fi- 
zure, a marvellous fine performance; well preſerv'd, 
and highly finiſn'd. It ſtuck at five and foriy ; I, 
charm'd with the picture, and piqu'd at the people, A 
going for five and forty, no body more than five and 
forty ?!——Pray, ladies and gentlemen, look at this 
piece, Quite fleſh and blood, and only wants a touch 
from the torch of Prometheus, to ſtart from the can- 
vaſs and fall a bidding. A general plaudit enſu'd, I 
bow'd, and in three minutes knock'd it down at ſixty- 
three, ten, | | 


Sir Geo. That was a ſtroke at leaſt equal to your 
maſter, = | 
Stmirk O dear me! You did not know the great 
man, alike in every thing. He had as much to fay up- 
on a ribbon as a Raphael. His manner too was inimi- 
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tably fine. I remember, they took him off at the 
playhouſe, ſome time ago; pleaſant, but wrong. Pub- 


lic rats ſhou'd not be ſported er N are 
ſacred But we lofe time. 


Sir Geo, Oh, in the lobby, on the table, you will 


find the particulars 

Smirk. We ſhall ſee you. There will be a world of 
company. I. ſhall pleaſe you But the great nicety of 
our art 1s, the eye. Mark how mine ſkin:s round the 
room. Soine bidders are ſhy, and only advance with 
a nod; but I nail them. One, two, three, four, five. 
Yow wilt be ſurptisd— Ha, ha, ha, —heigh ho 


ACT 


#7 


[Exit. 
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Enter Sir George and Loader. 
Sir GEORGE. 


Moſt infernal run. Let's ſee, (Pulls out a card.) 
Loader a thouſand, the Baron two, Tally 
Enough to beggar a banker. Every ſhilling of Trans- 
fer's ſupply exhauſted | nor will even the fale of my 
moveables prove ſufficient to diſcharge my debts. Death 
and the devil! In what a complication of calamities 
has a few days plung'd me! And no reſource ? 
Load. Knight. here's old Moll come to wait on you 
ſhe has brought the tid-bit I ſpoke of. Shall I bid her 


ſend her in? | 
Sir Geo. Pray do. [Exit Loader. 


Enter Mrs, Cole and Lucy. 


Mrs. Cole. Come along, Lucy. You baſhful bag- 
gage, I thought 1 had filenc'd your ſcruples. Don't 
you remember what Mr. Squintum ſaid ? A woman's 
not worth ſaving, that won't be guilty of a ſwinging 


in; for then they have matter to repent upon. Here, 


your honour, I leave her to your management. She 
is young, tender, and timid ; does not know what 1s 
for her own good: but your honour will ſoon teach 
her. I wou'd willingly ſtay, but I muſt not loſe the 
lecture. . 

Sir Geo. Upon my credit, a fine figure! Aukward 
Can't produce her publicly as mine; but ſhe will 


do for private amuſement — Will you be ſeated, miſs ? 
Dumb ! quite a picture! She too wants a touch 


of the Promethean torch——Will you be ſo kigd, 
Ma'am, to walk from your frame and take a chair? 
Come, pr'ythee, why ſo coy ? Nay, I am not very a- 


droit in the cuſtom of this country. 1 ſuppaſe I muſt 


conduct you — Come, mils. 


K 5 Lucy. 
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Lucy. O, fir. 

Sit Geo. Child ! 

Lucy. If you have any humanity, ſpare me. 
Sir Geo, In tears! What can this mean? Artifice, 
A project to raiſe the price, I ſuppoſe. Look'e, my 
dear, you may fave this piece of pathetic for another 
occaſion. It won't do with me; I am no novice—— 
So, Child, a truce to your tragedy, I beg 

Lucy. Indeed you wrong we, fir ; indeed you do. 

Sir Geo, Wrong you ! how came you here, and for 
what purpoſe ? | ö 

Lucy. A ſhameful one. I know it all, and yet be- 
lieve me, fir, I am innocent. 

Sir Geo. Oh, I don't queſtion that. Your pious pa- 
troneſs is a proof of your innocence. 

Lucy, What can I ſay to gain your credit ? And yet, 
fir, ſtrong as appearances are againſt me, by all that's 
holy, you ſee me here, a poor diſtreſt, involfintary 
victim | 

Sir Geo Her ſtyle's above the common claſs ; her 
tears are real.—Riſe, child. — How the poor creature 
tremblcs ! 

Lucy. Say then I am ſafe. 

Sir Geo. Fear nothing 

Lucy. May heaven reward you. I cannot. 
Sir Geo, Pr'ythee, child, collect yourſelf, and help 
me to unravel this myſtery. You came hither willing- 
ly? There was no force ? | 
. T.acy. None. 
Sim Geo You know Mrs. Cole? 
Lucy. Too well. | 

Sir Geo. How came you then to truſt her? 

T ucy. Mine. fir, is a tedious, melancholy tale. 
Sir Geo And artleſs too? ; 

Lucy. As innocence. 

Sir Geo Give it me. 

1 ucy. It will tire you. | 
dir Geo. Not il it be true. Be juſt, and you will 

find me gencrous | 
Lucy. On that, fir, I rely'd in venturing hither. 


Sir 


Sir G 
ſtory. 
Lucy 
joint þ 
to my | 
favour! 
Sir C 
Lucy 
cruel t 
of a d: 
him w 
Sir | 
Lic 
additic 
neſs, 1 
mind, 
menda 
mildly 
choler 
houſe, 
Sir 
Luc 
Beſide 
my f 
retir'd 
o ly: 
refleQ 
Sir 
Lui 
which 
cond1 
lanch 
dance 
tance 
tion 
her v 
invit: 


THE MINOR. 203 


Sir Geo, You did me juſtice, Truft me with all your 
ſtory. If you deſerve, depend upon my protection. 

Lucy. Some months ago, fir, I was confider'd as the 
joint heirets of a reſpeQable, wealthy merchant ; dear 
to my friends, happy in my proſpects, and my father's 
favourite. | 

Sir Geo, His name. ; 

Lucy. There you muſt pardon. me. Unkind and 
cruel tho? he has been to me, let me diſcharge the duty 
of a daughter, ſuffer in ſilence, nor bring reproach. on 
him who gave me being. 

Sir Geo. | applaud your piety. 

L':cy. At this happy period, my father, judging an 
addition of wealth muſt bring an increaſe of happi- 
neſs, reſolved to unite me with a man, ſordid in his 
mind, brutal in his manners, and riches his only recom- 
mencation My refuſal of this ill- ſuited match, tho“ 
milcily given, enflamed my father's temper, naturally 
choleric, alienated kis affections, and baniſh'd me his 
houſe, diſtreſt and diſtitute 

Sir Geo, Wou'd no friend receive you ? 

Lucy, Alas, how few are friends to the unfortunate ?. 
Beſides, I knew, fir, ſuch a ſtep wou'd be conſider'd by 
my father, as an appeal from his juſtice. I therefore. 
retir'd to a remote corner of the town, truſting, as my 
0: ly a vocate, to the tender calls of nature, in his cool, 
refleQting hours. OT | | 

Sir G o. How came you to know this woman? 

Lucy. Accident plac'd me in a houſe, the miſtreſs of 
which profeſs'd the ſame principles with my infamous 
conduQreſs There, as enthuſiaſm vs the child of me- 
lancholy, | caught the inf tion. A conſtant àtten- 
dance on their aſſemblies procured me the acquain- 
tance of this woman, whoſe extraordinary zealand devo- 
tion firſt drew my attention and confidence. I truſted 
her with my ſtory, and in return, receiv'd the warmeſt 
invitation to take the protection of her houſe. This. 
I unfortunately accepted. e 

Sir Geo. Unfortunately indeed! 

Lucy By the decency of appearances, I was ſome 
time impos d upon. But an accident, which you will 

| excuſe- 
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excuſe my repeating, reveaPd all the horror of my 
fituation. I will not trouble you with a retital of all 
the arts us'd to ſeduce me: Happily they hitherto have 
fai'd. But this morning J was acquainted with my 


deſtiny; and no other election left me, but immediate 


compliance, or a jail. In this deſperate condition, you 
connot wonder fir, at my chooſing rather to rely on 
the generoſity of a gentleman, than the humanity of a 
creature inſenſible to pity, and void of every virtue. 
Sir Geo. The event ſhall juſtify your choice. You 
| have my faith and honour for your ſecurity. For tho? 
I can't boaſt of my own goodneſs, yet I have an honeſt 
feeling for afflicted virtue; and however unfaſhionable, 
a ſpirit that dares afford it protection Give me your 
hand. s ſoon as I have diſpatch'd ſome preſſing bu- 
ſineſs here, | will lodge you in an aſylum, ſacred to 
the diftrcfſcs of your ſex ; where indigent beauty is 
guarded from ten-ptations, and deluded innocence reſ- 
cu'd from infamy. [Exeunt, 
| Enter Shift. | 


Zooks, I have toiPd like a horſe ; quite tir'd, by 
Jupiter. And what ſhall I get for my pains? The old 
fellow here talks of making me eaſy for life. Eaſy ! 
And what does he mean by eaſy? He'll make me an 
exciſe-man, I ſuppoſe, and ſo with an ink-horn at my 
button hole and a taper ſwitch in my hand, I ſhall 
run about gauging of beer-barrels. No, that will never 


do. This lad here is no fool. Foppiſh, indeed. He 


does not want parts, no, nor principles neither. I over- 
heard his ſcene with the girl. I think I may truſt him. 
I have a great mind to venture it. It is a ſhame to have 


him dup'd by this old don. It muſt not be. I'll in 
and unfold— Ha !—Egad I have a thought too, which 


if my heir apparent can execute, I ſhall ſtill lie con- 
ceal'd, and perhaps, be rewarded on both ſides. 
I have it,. — tis engende d, piping hot. 
And now, Sir Knight, I'll match you with a plot. 
| ; Exit. 
Enter Sir William and Richard Wealthy. 


R. Meal. Well, I ſuppoſe, by this time you are 
| Te fatisfied 
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ſatisfied what a ſcoundrel you have brought into the 
world, and are ready to finiſh your foolery. 

Sir Will. Got to the cataſtrophe, good brother. 

R. Weal. Let us have it over then. 

Sir Will. 1 have already alarmed all his tradeſmen. 
I ſuppoſe we ſhall ſoon have him here, with a legion of 


bailiffs and conſtables. —Oh, you have my will a- 
bout you ? | 


KR. Neal. Ves, yes. 

Sir Mill. It is almoſt time to produce it, or read him 
the clauſe that relates to his rejecting your daughter. 
That will do his buſineſs. But they come. I muſt re- 
turn to my character 


Enter Shift. 


Shift. Sir, fir, we are all in the wrong box; our 
ſcheme is blown up; your ſon has deted ed Loader and 
Tally, and is playing the very devil within. 

Siu Vill Oh, the bunglers! 

Shift. Now for it, youngſter. 


Enter Sir George, driving in Loader and anther. 


Sir Geo. Raſcals, robbers, that like the locuſt mark 


the road you have taken, by the ruin and detolation 
you leave behind you. 


Load. Sir George ! 

Sir Geo. And can youth, however cautious, be 
guarded againſt ſuch deep-laid complicated villany ? 
Where are the reſt of your diabolical crew ? your 
auctioneer, uſurer and fir, are you here 
I am glad you have not eſcaped us, however. | 

Sir Will. What de devil is de matter? 

Sir Geo. Your birth, which I believe an impoſition, 
preſerves you, however, from the diſcipline thoſe 
rogues have receiv d. A baron, a nobleman, a ſha 
er! O ſhame ! It is enough to baniſh all confidence 
from the world. On whoſe faith can we rely, when 
thoſe, whoſe honour is held as facred as an oath, un- 
mindful of their dignity, deſcend to rival pick-pockets 
in their infamous arts. What are theſe? ſpulls out dice] 
pretty implements, the fruits of your leiſure -bcurs! 
5 They 


They are dexterouſly done. You have a fine mechanical 
turn.— Dick, ſecure the door. 


Mrs. Cole, ſpeating as entering. 


Mrs. Cole. Here I am, at laſt, Well, and how is 
your honour, and the little gentlewoman ?-—Bleſs me! 
what is the matter here ? 

Sir Geo, Jam, madam, treating your friends with 
a cold collation, and you are opportunely come for 
your ſhare. The little gentlewoman is fafe, and in 
much better hands than you defign'd her. Abomina- 
ble hypocrite! Who tottering under the load of irreve- 
rent age, and infamous diſeaſes, inflexibly proceeds in 
the practice of every vice, impiouſly proſtituting the 
moſt ſacred inſtitutions to the moſt internal purpoſes. 

Mrs. Cole I hope your honour 

dir. Geo. Take her away. As you have been fingu- 
lar in your penitence, you ought to be ditinguiſh'd in 
your penance ; which, I promiſe you, ſhall be moſt 


publickly and plentifully beſtow'd. [Exit Cole. 


Enter Dick. 


Dick. The conſtables, fir. 

Sir Geo. Let them come in, that I may conſign 
theſe gen. lemen to their care. [To Sir Will.] Your 
letters of nobility you will produce in a count of juſtice, 
Tho”, if J read you right, you are one of thoſe indi- 
gent, itinerant nobles of your own creation, which our 
reputation for hoſpitality draws hither jn ſhoals, to the 
ſhame of our underſtanding. the impairing of our for- 
tunes, and when you are truſted, the betraying of our 
deſigns. Officers, do your duty. 

Sir Will. Why, don't you know me? 


Sir Geo. Juſt as I gueſs'd. An impoſtor. He has 


recov “d the free uſe of his tongue alieady. 
Sir Will. Nay, but George. 
Sir Geo. Iuſolent familiarity | away with him: 


Sir Hill. Hold, hold, a moment. Brother Richard, 


ſet this matter to rights. 
R. Meal. Don't you know him? 
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Sir Geo. Know him! The very queſtion is an af- 
front. 

E Weal. Nay, I don't wonder at it. *Tis your 
father, you fool. | 

Sir Geo. My father! Impoſſible! 

Sir Will. That may be, bur 'tis rue. 

Sir Geo, My father alive! Thus let me greet the 
bleſſing. | a 

Sir Will. Alive! Ay, and I believe I ſhan't be in a 
hurry to die again. | | 

Sir Geo. But, dear fir, the report of your death 
and this diſguiſe—— to what=—— 

Sir J. Don't aſk any queſtions. Your uncle 
will tell you all. For my part, I am ſick of the 
ſcheme. | | 

R. Weal. I told you what would come of your po- 
litics. | . | 

Sir Will. You did ſo. But if it had not been for 
thoſe c'umiſy ſcoundrels, the plot was as good a plot 
O George, ſuch diſcoveries I have to make. Within 
I'll unravel the whole. | | 

Sir Geo. Perhaps, fir, I may match *em, 

Shift Sir. [ Pulls him by the Neeve, 

Sir Geo. Never fear. It is impoſſible, gentlemen, 

to determine your fate, till this matter is more fully 
explain'd ; till when, keep em in ſafe cuſtody. ——— 
Do you know them. fir ? 
Sir Will. Yes, but that's more than they did me. I 
can cancel your debts there, and, I believe, prevail on 
thoſe gentlen en to refund too But you have been a 
fad profligate young dog, George. 

Sir Geo | can't boatt of my goodneſs, fir, but I 
think 1 could produce you a proof, that I ain not ſo 
totally deſtitute of | 

Sir Will. Ay ! Way then pr'ythee do. 

Sir Geo, I have, fir, this day, reſiſted a temptation, 
that greater pretenders to morality might have yielded 
to. But 1 will truſt myſelf no longer, and muſt crave 
your · interpoſition and 5 

Sir Will. To what 
| | Sir 
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dir Geo. I will attend you with the explanation in 
an inſtant. [ Exit. 

Sir Will. Pr'ythee, Shift, what does he mean I 

Shift, I believe I can gueſs. 

Sir Hl. Let us have it. 

Shift. I ſuppoſe ihe affair I overheard 1 juſt now, 2 
prodigious fine elegant girl, faith; that diſcarded by 
her family, for refuſing to marry her grand-father, 
fell into the hands of the venerable lady you ſaw, who 
being the kind caterer for your ſon's amuſements, 
brought her hither for a purpoſe obvious enough. But 
the young gentleman, touch'd with her ſtory, truth 

and tears, was Converted from the ſpoiler of her ho- 

nour, to the protector of her innocence. 
Sin Will, Look'e there, brother, did not I tell you 
that George was not ſo bad at the bottom 

R. ea. This does indeed atone for half te 
But they are here. | 


Enter Sir George and TER 
Sir Geo. Fear nothing, madam, you may ſafely rely 


on the — 
Lucy. My father ! 
KX. Weal. Lucy! 


Lucy. O, fir, can you forgive your poor diſtreſt un- 
happy girl? You ſcarce can gueſs how hardly I've 
been us d. ſince my baniſhment from your paternal 

roof. Want, pining want, anguiſh and ſhame, have 
been my conftant partners. 
Sir Vill. Brother! 

Sir Geo. Sir! 

Lucy. Father! 

R. Meal. Riſe, child, tis I muſt aſk thee forgive- 
neſs. Canſt thou forget the woes I've made thee ſuf- 


fer? Come to my arms once more, thou darling of my 


age. What miſchief had my raſhneſs nearly com- 


ut 

Sir Geo, I am richly paid, in being the oo. in- 

ſtrument Yet, might I urge a wiſh - 
K. Weal. Hans It, 


proves: Nephew, I ſcarce can thank you as I ought, 
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Sir Geo. That you would forgive my follies of to- 
day; and, as I have been providentially the occaſional 
guardian of your daeghter's honour, that you would 
beſtow on me that right for life. 

R. Weal. That muft depend on Luey; her will, 
not mine, ſhall now direct her choice—W hat fays your 
father? | 

Sin. Will. Me! Oh, PH ſhew you in an inſtant. 
Give me your hands. There, children, now, you are 
join'd, and the devil take him that wiſhes to part 

ou. | 
g Sir Geo. I thank you for us both. 

R. Heal. Happineſs attend you. | 

Sir Will, Now, brother, I hope you will atlow me 
to be a good plotter. All this was brought to bear by 
my means. | 

Shift. With my aſſiſtance, J hope, you |} own, fir. 

Sir Will. That's true, honeſt Shift, and thou ſhalt 
be richly rewarded ; nay, George ſhall be your friend 
too. This Shift is an ingenious fellow, let me tell 
you, ſon. l 

Sir Geo. I am no ſtranger to his abilities, fir. But, 
if you pleaſe, we will retire. The various ſtruggles 
of this fair ſufferer require the ſoothing ſoftneſs of a 
ſiſter's love And now, fir, J hope your fears for me 
are over; for had I not this motive to reſtrain iny fol- 
lies, yet I now know the town too well to be ever its 
bubble, and will take care to preſerve, at leaſt, 


Some more eſtate, and principles, and wit, 
Than brokers, bawds, and gamſters thall think ft. 


'SHIPT, addrefing bimſe!f to Sir George. 


And what becomes of your poor ſervant Shift ? 
Jaws father talks of lending me a lift 
A great man's promiſe, when his turn is fery'd ! 
Capons on promiſes wou'd ſoon be ſtarv'd : 
No, on myſelf alone, I'll now rely: 
Gad I've a thriving traffic in my eye 


Near 
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Near the mad manſions of Moorficlds I'll bawl ; 
Friends, fathers. mothers, ſiſters, ſons, and all, 

Shut up your ſhops, and liſten to my call. 

With labour, toil, all ſecond means diſpenſe, 

And live a rent-charge upon Providence. 

Prick up your cats; a ſtory now I'll tell, 

Which once a widow, and her child be el, 

I knew the mother, and her daughter well; 

Poor, it is true, they were; but never wanted. 

For whatſoe'er they aſk'd, was always granted ; 

One fatal day. the matron's truth was try'd, 

She wanted meat and drink, and fairly cry'd. 
[Child.] Mother, you cry! [Moth] Oh, child, I've 

got no bread.. 

[Child.] What matters that? Why Providence an't 
| dead! | rex ory 
With reaſon good, this truth the child might ſay, 
For there came in at noon, that very day, 
Bread, greens, potatocs, and a leg of muiton, 
A better ſure a table n&er was put on 
Ay, that might be, ye cry, with thoſe poor ſouls ; 
But we ne'er had a raſher for the coals. 

And d've deſerve it? How «ye ſpend your days? 
In paſtiu es, piodigality, anc plays!  _ 

Let's go ſee Foote ! ah, Foote's a precious limb! 
Old=nick will ſoon a foo'ball make of him! 

For foremoſt rows in ſide-boxes. you ſhove, 

Think you to meet with ſide-boxes above? 
Where gigling girls and powder'd fops may fit, | 


Ne, you will all be cramm'd into the pit, 

Ard crcud the hcuſe for Satan's benefit. 

Oh ! what you ſnivel ? well, do ſo no more, 
Drop, to atone, your money at the door, 
And, if I pleaſe, —]'ll give it to the poor, 
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7 HO but has read, if you have read at all, 
| Of one, they Jack the Giant-killer call? 

He was a bold, ſtout, able-bodied man, 

To clear the world of fee, faw, fum, his plan, 

Whene'er a monſter had within his power 

A young and tender wirgin to devour, 

To cool his blood, Fack, like a ſkilfui ſurgeon, 

Bled well the monfer, and releas'd the virgin: 

Like the beſt doQors, did a method learn, 

Of curing fevers never to return. 

Mayn't I this Giant filling trade renew? 

I have my virgin and my monſter too. 

Tho?! I can't boaſt, like Fack,: a liſt of Main, 

I wield a lancet and can breathe a vein : 

To his Herculean arm my nerves are weak, 

He cleft his ſoes, I only make mine ſqueak : 

As Indians wound their ſlaves to pleate the court, 

Fl! tickle mine, great dirs, to make you ſport. 

To prove myſelt an humble imitator 

Giants are wices, and Fack ſtands for ſatire: 

By tropes and figures, as it fancy ſuits, 

Paſſions riſe monſters, men ſink down to biutes ; 

All talk and write in allegoric diction, 

Cotirt, city, town and country run to fiction! 
Each daily paper allegory teaches— 

Placemen are locufts, and contractors leeches + = 

Nay, even Change- Alley, where no bard repairs, 

Deals much in fiction to paſs off their wares ; 

For whence the roaring there from bulls and 
| bears ! | 

Tue 
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The gaming fools are dowes, the haves are rooks, 

Change- All:y bankrupts waddle out lame duck ! 

But ladies, blame not you your gaming ſpouſes, 

For you, as wel! as they, have pigeon houſes ; 

To change the figu e, formerly I have been, 

To ſtraggling follies only whipper-in ; 

By royal bounty rais d- mount the back 

Of my own hunter, and I keep the pack : 

Tallyo !—a rank old fox we now purſue, 

So ſtrong the ſcent, you'll run him full in view : 

If we can't kill ſuch brutes in human ſhape, 

Let's fright 'em, that y-ur chickens may eſcape ; 

Rouſe em, when ver their tender prey they're grum- 
bling, 

And rub their gums at leaſt to mar their mumbling. 
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MAID OF BAT H. 


SCENE I. 
The Bear Inn, at Bath. 


Enter Fillup. 


H John. Roger, Raphy, Harry, Buckle ; A 
WI what the dickens are become of the lads ? Can't 
you hear ?—Zure, zure, theſe "VEE are enough to 
make a man maz d 


| Enter ſeveral Waiters. 


All. Coming, Sir. 

Fill, Coming ! ay, 20 be Chriſtmaſs, s- en 
beſt thee gwain, boy? What I reckon thou ca'ſt not 
zee for thy eyes here take the candle, and light the 
gentle- folk in. | 


| Enter John. 


Jobn. Carry a couple of candles into the Daph hne. 
60 [Exit \ alter. 
Fill. John, who is it be a come? | 
Jobn. Major Racket, in a on a four, from te 
Devizes. + | 
Fill. What, the young youth, that laſt zeaſon car- 
ry'd away we'un Mrs. Muzlinzes prentice ?!— _ 
Jobn. Miſs "OY: Prim from the Grove. i 
Vol. 1, L Fill. 


218 THF MAID OF BATH. 


Fill Ay, zure—thee doſt know her well enough, 
John The ſame. 
Fill. Zure, zure! then we ſhall have old doing and 
. by ; he's a deadly wild ſpark thee doſt know— 
Fohn. But as good a cuſtomer as comes to the Bear. 
Fill. That's zure enough: then why doſt not run 
and light 'em in ? Stay, gy I the candle, I woole go 
and light him in myſelf. 


Racket [without ] 


| Rath Give the poſt boys half a guinea between 
them. 

John, Ay, there is ſome life in this chap ; theſe are 
your gueſts that give ſpirit to Bath: your paralytical 
people that come down to be parbail'd, and pumped, 
do no, good, that I know, to the town, unleſs indeed 
to the phyſical tribe; how I hate to ſee an old fellow 
hobble into the houſe, with his feet wrapt in flannel, 
puſhing forth his fingers like a croſs in the hands to 
point out the different roads on a common — huſh! 


Enter Racket and F illup. 


Fill, 1 hope, meſter, you do zee your way; there 
be two ſteps you do know; well zure, I be heartly 
glad to zee your honour at Bath. | 

Rack. I thank you, my honeſt friend Fillup. 3 what 
have you many people in town ? 

Fill. There ben't a power, pleaſe your honour, at 

preſent; ſome zick folk that do no zort of zarvis, and 
a IT layers that come off a zircuit, that's all. 

Rack. Birds of paſſage, ha, Fillup.! _ 

John. True, fir ; for at the beginning of term, when 
the woodcocks come in, the others fly off. 

Rack. Are you there, honeſt Jack ? 

- John. And happy to ſee your honour in town. 

Rack, Well, mailer Filvp, and n go you on ?— 
Any clubs fixed as yet ? 

il. No, Zir, not to 2ay fix'd ; ; " there be Parſon 
Pulruddock from the Land s End; Maſter Evan Tho- 
mas, a Welch altere. two en men, and & few 
: Ee port 
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port drinking people that dine every day in the Lion; 


the claret club'bert expected down till the end of the 
next week— 

Rack, Any body in the houſe that I know ?.: 

Fill. Yes, zure—behind the bar, there be Sir Crit. 
topher Cripple, freſh out of a fit of the gout, drink- 
ing a drop of punch along wy. meſter Peter Poultice, 
the potter carrier on the Parade. 

Rack. The gazettes of the Bath, the very men 1 
want; give my compliments to the gentlemen, and 
tell them I ſhall be glad of their company but pei- 
haps it may be troubleſome for, Sir Chriſtopher ? | | 

Fill. No, no, not at all, at preſent, he is a little. 
tender for zure, but I warrant un he'll make a "nr to 
hobb'e- into the room. 55 

[Exit F illup. 

Rack. Well, fark, and how fares it with you ? 
you have throve 1 hope fince I ſaw you? | 

Jobn. Throve Il no, no, Sir; your honour knows 
that during the ſummer taverns and e have 
but little to do at Bat h. 5 ö 

Rack. True; but . is e of your colleague, 
honeſt Ned, I hope he has not quitted his place? 

Jobn. The ſhare he had in your honour's intrigue 
wh Miſs Prim, ſoon made this city too hot For. poor 

ed 

Rack. Then why did not the fool go to Lindon with 
me? The fellow has humour, ſpirit, and ſings a good 
ſong. I intended to have recommended him to one of 
the theatres, > 

Jobn. Why, fir, Ned himſelf had a bias that way; 
but his uncle, Alderman Surſingle the ſadler, a piece 
of a puiitan, would not give his conſent. 5 

Rack. Why not? 

Jobn, He was afraid that kind of life might. corrupt | 
or endanger Ned's morals; ſo he has ſet him 0 in a 
Mü, at; the end of Long- Acre. 5 

Rack: Nay, 1 uy e ain alter ſuch a ſecu- : 


ym. . 1 
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Enter Sir Chriſtopher Cripple, Fillup and Peter 
| Poultice. | | 


Sir Chr. [without] At what a rate the raſcal is 
running? Zounds! I believe the fellow thinks I can 
foot it as faſt as Eclipſe. *Nower and be Where is 
this rakehelly rantipole ?—Jack, ſet me a chair. $o, 
fir, you mult poſſeſs a good ſhate of aſſurance to re- 
turn to this town after the tricks you have played 
Fillup, fetch in the punch Well, you -ungracious 

dung dog, and what is become of the wench ? Poor 

atty ! and here too my reputation is ruined as well as 
the girl's. n | © 

Rack.. Your reputation ! that's a good jeſt. 

Sir Chr, Yes, firrah, it is: and all owing to my 
acquaintance with you; I forſooth, am called your 
adviſer ; as if your contriving head and profligate heart 
ſtood in need of any aſſiſtance fromme. 

Rack. Well but my dear Sir Kit, how can this idle 
P e ae Fe ir ond 

Sir Chr. How ? eaſy enough; I will be judged 
now by Poultice—Peter, ſpeak the truth ; 'before this 
here blot in my eſcutcheon, have you not obſerved 
when I went to either a ball or breakfaſting, how 
eager all the girls gathered round me, gibing and jok- 
ing, and gigling ; gad take me as facetious and free 4 
if I were their father. nn t 

Paul.” Nothing but 'fruth. He 5H HHH 9 9 

Fill. That's truth, to wy zertain knowledge, for 1 
have zeen the woman folk tittering, 'till they were 
ready to break their zides when your honour was throw- 
ing your double tenders about. 2 097 
Sit Chr, True, honeſt Fillup—before your curſt af- 
fair, neither maid, widow, or wife was aſhamed 
converſing with me; but now, When 1 am wheeled 
+ into the room, not a ſoul under ſeventy will venture 
within ten yards of my chair; I am ſhunned worſe than 
a leper in the days of King bud an abſdlute herwit 
in the midſt of a croud ; ſpeak, Fillup, is not this 2 
melancholy truth ? ny 

Hill. Very molycolly zure— 
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Sir Chr. But this is not all; the erep-eared curs of 
the city have taken into their empty heads to negle& 
me; formerly Mr. Mayor could not devour a cuſtard, 
but I receiy'd a civil card to partake; but now, the 
rude raſcals, in their buſhy bobs, bruſh by me with- 
out deigning to bow; in ſhort, I do not believe I have 
had a corporation cruſt in my mouth for theſe fix 
months: you might as well expect a miniſtcr of ſtate 
at the Manſion Houſe. as ſee me at one of their feaſts. 

Fill. His honoyr tells nothing but truth. | 

Sir C. So that I am almoſt famiſhed as well as 
JJ ͤ wins C | 

Fill. Quite famiſh'd, as a body may zay, meſter. 
Sir Cr. Oh; Tom, Tom, you have been a curſed 
acquaintance to me; what a number of fine turtle 
and fat haunches of veniſon has your wickedneſs loſt 


Rack. My dear Sir Kit, for this J merit your thanks; 


how often has Dr. Carawitchet told you, that your 


rich food and champaigne would produce nothing but 
poor health and real pain bY ROT ps 
Sir Chr. What ſignifies the prattle of ſuch a pun- 


ning puppy as he? What, 1 ſuppoſe, you would ſtarve 


me, you ſcoundrel ? When I am got out of one fit, 
bow) the devil am I to gather. ſtrength to encounter 
the next? Do you think it is to be done by 1 and 
llopping ? [drinks] But no matter; look you, Major 
Racket, all between us is now at an end; and, ſir, I 
ſhould conſider it as a particular favour if you would 
take no further notice of me; 1 ſincerely deſire to 
drop your acquaintance, and as for myſelf, I am fixed, 
poſitively fixed, to reform. NE 

Rect. Keform {- ba, ba. 18 

Sir Chr. Reform; and why not? . You ſhall ſee, 
the whole city ſhall ſee ; as ſoon as ever I get to m 
lodgings, I will ſend for Luke Lattitat and Codicil, 
and make a. handſome bequeſt to the hoſpital. 

Sir Chr. Then Iam reſolved to be carried every day 
to the twelve o'clock prayers, at the Abbey, and regu- 
larly twice of a Sunday. 

_ 3 | _ Rack, 
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Rack Ha, ha, ha. 

Sir Chr, Ha, ha, ha; you may TY but yu be 
-dan:n'd if Idon't; and i all this don't recover my-credit, 
Jam determined beſides, to hire a houſe in Harle- 
* quin-Row, and bea conſtant hearer at the Counteſs; 

chapel- | 

| Rack. And fo, perhaps, turn out a a field-preacher i in 
time. 

Sir Ch.. I Jon? t know but 1 may. 


Rack. Well, then, my dear Sir Chriſtopher, Alden; 


but if we muſt part, let us paft as friends ſhould, not 
with dry lips, and in anger; Fillup, take care of the 
Knight. {Fillup Vll the glaſſes. } Well, faith, my old 
croney, I can't tay but am heartily forry to loſe you; 
many a brave batch have we broach'd in our time. 

Sir Cr. True, Tom, true. 

| Rack. Don't you remember the "EP" we ; bed at the 
Tuns, in the days of Plump Jack ? 'I ſhall never for- 
get, after you had felled old Falſtaff with a pint bum- 
per of Burgundy, how you beſtrode the proſtrate hero, 
and in. his own manner cried, Crown me ye ſpirits that 
delight i in gen'rous wine. 

Sir Cor. Vanity, mere raniry, Tom, nothing but 
vanity. 28 

Rack. And then ariothes day at — repel 
Fi illup, the bowl is not empty. | 
Sir Chr.. Enough, enough; © . | 
' Rack. What, don't flinch, nian—it'is this Kai the 
 =— come, Sir Chriftoper, one tender ſqueeze. 
Sir Chr. Take care of my hand; none of your old 
tricks, you young dog. 

Rack. Gentle as the lick of a lap-dog ; ;. there—What 
a clock is it, Fillup? _ 

Fill. I'll tell you, meter, (ln on bir ae jk 
turn'd a fix— 

Rack. So foon; bang i it, Sir Kit, * 1 is ods. early to 
part; come, what ſay you to one ſupper more? but 
one to the ſacred feelings of friendſhip—==Bonef Fillup 
Enows') your taſte, he will toſs Feds wm OT 


: nt 
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Sir Chr. Not a morſel, Tom, if you would give me 
the univerſe. 

Ra k. Poh, man ! only a Sandwich or ſo——Fillup, 
what have you got in the houle? _ 

Fl. A famous John Dorey, two pair of ſoles, and 
there be a joint of Landſdown mutton ; and then, you 
do know, my Molly be vamous in making marrow 
puddens. 

Rack. A das bill of fare—Come, Koight, what do 
you chooſe ? 

Sir Chr. Me! why you ſeem to have forgot what 1 
told you juſt now—. 

Rack. Your deſign to reform—not at all; and F think 
you are quite right; perfectly ſo, as I. hope to be ſav- 
ed; but what needs all this hurry ? to-morr'»w is a new 
day, it will then be early enough——F * ſend us 
in juſt what you will. | 

Sir Chr. You are a coaxing,, cajoling young 4 
Well, if it muſt be io, Fillup, it muſt; Fillup, get me 
an anchovey toaſt, and do you: hear, and a red herring 
or two, for my ſtomach is damnably weak. 

Fill. I ſhall, to be zure. ["xit. 

Rack. do that's ſettled now, Poultice, come for- 
ward; well, my blades, and what news: have you 
ſtirring amongſt you? 7 li ;t 

Poul; Except a little run of ſore throats about: the 
beginning of Autumn, and a few feeble fellows = 
dropt off with the leaves in October, the town is to- 
lerable— 

Rack. Pox of the dead and the dying ; but what a- 
muſements have you got for the living ? 

Poul. There is the new play-houſe, you know 

Rack. True; but as to the muſical world, what 
Pg have we there ? any of the opera people among 


2 apropos — what is become of my little flame, 


* Petite Roſignole, the t little Lianet? is | the 
uu 


Sir Cbr. Loſt, totally 15ſt 
Rack. Loft what left you > 1 am bon for 


U — 
L 4 Sir 
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Sir Chr. Worſe, worſe. 

Rack, I hope ſhe an't dead. 

Sir Chr. Ten thouſand times worſe than all that. 

Rack. How the deuce can that be? 

** Chr. "_ going to be buried alive- to be mar- 
rie 

Rack. Poh ! is that all? That ceremony was, indeed, 
| formerly looked upon as a kind of metaphyſical grave, 
but the ſyſtem is changed, and marriage is now conſi- 
wrt as an entrance to a new and better kind of 
Sir Chr. Indeed ! 

Rack. Pſhaw ! who talks now of the drudgery of 
domeſtic duties, of nuptial chains, and of bonds—— 
mere obſolete words; they did well enough in the dull 
days of Queen Bels ; but a modern laſs puts on fet- 
ters to enjoy the more freedom, and pledges her faith 
to one, that 'ſhe may be at liberty to beſtow · her fa- 
yours on all.. 

Sir Chr, What vaſt improvements are daily made in 
our morals !.what an unfortunate dog am I to come 
into the world at leaſt half a century too ſoon ! what 
would 1 give to be born twenty years hence | there 


will be dam'd fine doings then, hey Tom? But I'm a- 


fraid our poor little girl won't have it in her power to 


profit by theſe prodigious im rovements. 
i Rack. Why not? 1 


Sir Chr. Oh, when once you ber the name of her 


8 * rtner— 


Rack. Who is it? 

Sir Chr. An acquaintance of yours—only that old 
fuſty, ſhabby, ſhuffling, money-loving, water-drinking, 
. amorous 95 hunks, Maſter Solomon 

. 

| Rack. He that enjoys—I mean owns, half the farms 
in the'country. | 

Sir Chr. He, even he. 

Rack. Why, he is ſixty at leaſt ; what a flthy old 
goat} but then, how does this deſign ſuit with his ava- 
* the girl has no fortune. 8 

ir 
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Sir Chr. No more than what her talents will give 
her. 

Rack. Why, the poltroon does not mean. to profit 
by them ? 

Sir Chr. Perhaps, if his family ſhould chance to in- 
creaſe—but I believe his main motive is the hopes of an 
heir, 

Rack. For which he muſt be indebted to ſome of his 
neighbours ; in that point of light, indeed, the matter 
is not ſo much amiſs ; it is impoſſible ſhe can be fond 
of the fellow, and it is very hard, with the opportu- 
nities that this place will afford, if, in leſs than a 
month, I don't— | 

Sir Chr. This place; why you don't think hel truſt 
her here for an hour ? 

Rack. How! . 

Sir Chr. Not a moment; the ſcheme is all ſettled ; 


” 1. 


in the country. Is 

Rack. Indeed ! EEE 

Sir Chr. Where, beſides the 1 himſelf, ſhe will 
ba watched by no leſs than two brace of his ſiſters, four 
as malicious, muſty old maids as ever were ſoured by 
ſolitude, and the negleQ of the world. 0 

Rack. A guard not to be corrupted or cozened. Why, 
Sir Chriſtopher, in a chriſt ian country, this muſt not 
be ſuffered What? a miſerable tattered old fellow 
like him to monopolize ſuch a pe creature as 
her! 


Sir Chr. A diabolical plany . 

Rack. Beſides, the ſecluding, and immuring a girl 
poſſeſſed of her elegant talents, is little better than 
robbing the world. 

Sir (r. Infamous ! worſe than a rape; but whye 
are the means to prevent ii? 

Rack. Much might be done, if you would, lend us 
your aid. | 5 

Sir Chr. Me! of what uſe. can 1. and ſo, 
you raſcal, you want to employ me again as your [Nh 
punp? x i 

L 5 Rack. 
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Rath. You take the thing wrong ; T only wiſh you 
to ſtand forth, my dear Knight, and like myſelf, be 
the protector of innocence, and a true friend to the 
m_ 3 
- © Sir Cbr. A true friend to the public! a fine ſtalking 
horſe that; but I fear, like other pretenders, Tom, 
When your own private purpoſe is ſerved, the poor 
public will be left in the lurch: but, however, the 
oor girl does deſerve to be ſaved, and if I could 
do any thing not inconſiſtent with my plan of reform- 


© Rack, That was ſpoke like yourſelf— upon what 
terms are you and Flint at preſent ? dh, 
Sir Chr. Oil and vinegar are not fo oppoſite. | 
Rack, Poultice, you ſmoke a pipe with him ſome- 
times ; pray who are your party ? 89 8 
Poul. Mynheer Sour Crout, Monſieur de Jarſey the 
rt manufacturer, Billy Button the taylor, maſter 
Flint and I, moſt evenings take a whiff here. 
Rack, Are you all in his confidence on this great oc- 
cafion ?2 5 | | | 
Poul. Upon this caſe we have had conſultations, but 
Billy Button is firſt in his favour, he likes his preſcrip- 
tion the beſt. ne. | 
Rack, From this quarter we muſt begin the attack; 
could we not contrive to convene this illuſtrious ſenate 
to-night? _ prada 13 | 
Poul. I ſhould think eafily enough. 
| Rack, But before you meet here. 
Poul. Without doubt. 
| Rack. My dear Poultice, will you undertake the 
commiſſion ?? art 3 
Poul. 1 will feel their pulſes, to oblige Sir Chriſto- 
pher Cripple. 7 
Sir Chr. But, Peter, doſt really think this raſh fool 
1s determined ? 7 | J 
Paul. I believe, Sir Chriſtopher, he is firmly perſuad- 
ed, that nothing will allay this uncommon. heat in his 
blood, but ſwallowing the pill matrimonial. 
Rack, We muſt contrive at leaſt to take off the Ln 
MO | TITS ing, 


* 
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ing, and fee what effect that will have on bis cou” 


rage. [Exit Poultice. 
Sir Chr. Well, Major, unfold 3 what can you mean 
by this meeting 7 


Rack, Is it poſſible you can be at «loſs, Nen who 
have fo long ſtudied mankind? 

Sir Chr. Explain. 

Rack. Can't you conceive what infinite firuggles 
muſt have been fekt by this fellow before he could muſ- 
ter up courage to engage in this dreadful perilous 
ſtate How often have you heard the proverbial pup- 
py affirm, that marriage was fiſhing for a ſingle eel 
among a barrel of ſnakes? What infinite odds, that 
you laid hold of the eel, and then a million to one but. 
he flipt through your fingers ? 

Sir Chr. True, true. 

Rack. Can't you, then, gueſs what will be his feelings 
and ſears when it comes to the puſh Do you think 
the public opinion, his various doubts of himſelf, and 
of her, the pride of his family, and the loud claims 
of avarice, his ruling paſſion till now, won't er 
near an equipoiſe to his love? 

Sir Chr, Without doubt. 

Rack. At the critical period, won 't the S 
advice of all his aſſociates, think you, deſtroy the ba- 
lance at once ? 

Sir Chr. Very probably, Tom, I confeſs, + 

Rack. As. to our engines, there is no fear of them: 
Billy Button you have under your thumb; I'll pur- 
chaſe a pipe of port of De Jarſey, and we are ſure of 
old Sour Crout for a hamper of hock. 

Sir Chr, Right, right; but after all, what is to * 
come of the girl? Come, Tom, I'll have no foul: 
play ſhewn to her. 

Rack, Her real happineſs is part of my ones 


Enter Fillup.. 
Fill. Here be Mynheer Sour Crout and Mounkeer. 


De. arſey a come. 


OE. We will antend. denon think, Tom, 
\ 4 7 
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what a villain you will be to make me the ſecret i in- 
ſtrument of any more miſchief. | 

| Rack. Never fear. 

Sir Chr. Particularly too, now I am fixed to re- 
form. 

Rack. It would be criminal in the higheſt degree. 
Sir Chr. Ay, not your hypocritical face — 1 am 
half afraid to truſt you ; I'll be hanged if you ha'n't 
ſome wicked deſign yourſelf on the girl; but however, 
I waſh my hands of the guilt. 

- Rack. My dear knight, don't be ſo ſqueamiſh ; but 


the gentlemen within—ftay—— who have \ we here 
Ah, _ old friend Maſter Button. 


Enter Button. 


- Butt. Your worſhip is welcome to town——but 
where is Sir—— Oh I underſtood as how your ho- 
nour had ſent for me in a hurry——] ſhould have 
brought the patterns before if I had them——the 
worſt of my enemies can't ſay but Billy Button is punc- 
tual——here they be-] received them to-night by 
Wiltſhire's waggon, that flies in eight days. 

Sir Chr. To-morrow, Billy, will do; take a ſeat. 

Butt. J had rather ſtand — 

Sir Chr. I wanted to talk to you upon another affair 
N What I ſuppoſe, you are very we at pre- 

nt? 


- Butt, Vaſt buſy, your honour. | 
Cbr. This marriage, I reckon, takes up moſt of your 
time. ; 

Butt. Your bonour 
e Miſs Linnet, and your old maſter F lint, you 

ow. 

Butt. O! Ay! but the ſquire does not intend to 
cut a daſh till the ſpring. 

Sir Chr. No !-— nothing happen'd. I hope affairs 
are all fixed ? 

Butt. As a rock-——I] am ſure now, it can't fail; 
becauſe why, 1 have peremptory orders to ſcour 
and new line the coachman and footman's old * 
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and am, beſides, to turn the lace, and freſh button 
the ſuit his honour made up twenty years ago 
comes next Lent, when he was ſheriff for the coun- 
R | 

” Rock Nay, then it is determined | 
Butt. Or he would never have gone to ſuch an ex- 
pence. 

Sir Chr. Well, Billy, and what is your private 
opinion, after all, of this match ? 

Butt. It is not becoming, your honour knows, for a 
tradeſman like me to give his 

Rack, Why not ? don't you think now, Billy, it is 
a bold undertaking for a man at his time of life? 

Butt. Why, to be ſure his honour is a little ſtricken 
in years, as a body may fay ; and take all the care 
that one can, time will wear the nap from even ſuper- 
= cloth: ſtitches tear, and elbows will out, as they 
a —— 

Sir Chr. And belies: Bill, the bride's a mere 
baby 

2 Little better, your honour; but ſhe is a light 
bit of ſtuff, and I am confident will turn out well in 
the wearing. I once had ſome thoughts myſelf of 
taking meaſure of Miſs. 

Rack. Indeed! 

Butt, Yes; and, to my thinking, had made a pret- 
ty good progreſs ; becauſe why, at church of a Sun» 
day ſhe ſuffered me to look for the leſſons, and more- 
over, many a time and oft we have ſung pſalms out of 
the very ſame book. 

Rack, That was going a great way. 
Butt. Nay, beſides, and more than all that, ſhe has 
at this precious minute of time a pincuſhion by her ſide 
of my own preſentation. 

Rack. Ay ; and how came the treaty broke off ? 

Way Why, who ſhould ſtep i in, in the nick but the 

ſquire himſelf ? 
ir Chr. I am afraid, Bill, your beauty is a little bit 
of the jilt. 

a. No, your worſhip, i it is all along with her her 

£5 ther; 
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ther; cauſe her great aunt, by her father's ſide was a 
clergyman's daughter, ſhe is as pragmatic and proud 
as the Pope; fo, forſooth, nothing will pleaſe her for 
| Miſs, but a bit of quality binding. 


Rack. I knew the refuſal could not come from the | 


girl; for, without a compliment, Billy, there is no 
compariſon between you and ſhe—— why, you area 
pretty, flight, tight, light, nimble—— 

Butt. Yes—very nimble and light, and we are both 

of a height, ha, ha, ha! 

Sir Chr. Why love has made Billy a poet. 

Butt. No, no, quite an accident, as I hoped to be 
kiſſed. © 

Rack. And your rival is a fuſty, foggy, lumbering 
10 


Fur For all the world like my gooſe: plaguy hot 
and damn'd heavy, your honour. 

Sir Chr. Why, Billy blazes to-day. ; 
Butt. And though my purſe, mayhap, ben't fo 
heavy as his'n, yet 1 contrive to pay every body their 
own. 

Rack. I dare ſay. 

Batt. Ay, and have befides two banda 1 in Avon- 
flreet ; and, perhaps, a bit or two of land in a corner. 
Sir Chr. O! the curmud geonly rogue! 


Butt. And moreover, if Madam Linnet talks of fa- 


milies, I would have her to know that I have powerful 
relations as well as herſelf there's Tommy Button, 
my uncle's own fon, that has an employment under 
the government 

Sir Chr. Ay, Billy, what is it? 

Butt. At this very time he is an exciſeman at Wap- 


—4 the great paſtry cook's in the ſtrand, now 
lives at Brentford, and is made a jaſlice of the peace. 

Rack, As this is the caſe, I don't think it will be 
difficult yet to bring matters to bear. 

Sir Chr. If Billy will but follow direftivns; \ 

Butt. J hope your honour never found me deficient. 


Sir Cb. We will inftruR you farther within. Major 


Racket, your hand. 
Putt. 


ng; and befides, there is m — Paul Puff, that 


Sir 
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Butt. Let me help you ; folks may go farther and 
fare worſe, as they fay—why, 1 have' ſome thoughts, 
if I can call in my debts, to retire into the country, 
and ſet up for a gentleman. 

Rack. Why not ? one meets a great number of them 
who were never bred to the buſineſs. a 

Butt. I an't much of a mechanic at preſent ; I does 
but juſt meaſure and cut. | 

Rack. No! | 

Butt. T don't think that I have fat cdkey for 
theſe ſix years. 

Rack. Indeed! | : 

Butt. And who can tell, your honour, in a few 
years, if I behaves well, but like coufin Puff, | may 
get myſelf put in the commiſſion. 

Sir Chr. The worſhipful William Button, Eſquire= 
it ſounds well, I can tell you, Billy; there have been 
magiſtrates. made of full as bad materials as vou. 
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. 
Enter Mrs, Linnet and Miß. 


Mrs. Lin. 


ES, Kitty, it is in vain to deny it. I am con- 
vinced there 1s ſome little, low, paltry paſlion 
that lurks in your heart. Tor 

Miſs Lin. Indeed, my dear mother, you wrong me. 

Mrs. Lin. Indeed, my dear Miſs, but I don't; what 
elſe could induce you to reject the addreſſes of à lover 
like this? Ten thouſand pounds a year! Gads my 
life, there is not a lady in town would refuſe him, let 
her rank be ever fo—— = | 

Miſs Lin. Not his fortune, I firmly believe. 

Mrs. Lin. Well; and who now-a-days marries any 
thing elſe ? Would you refuſe an eſtate, becauſe it 
happen'd to be a little incumber d? You muſt con- 
ſider the man in this caſe as a kind of mortgage. 

Miſs Lin. But the diſproportion of years 

Mrs. Lin. In your favour, child; the incumbrance 
| will be the ſooner remov'd —— . 

Miſs Lin. Then, my dear mother, our minds; how 
very widely they differ; my nature is liberal and 
frank, though I am but a little remoy'd from medio- 
crity; his heart in the very boſom of wealth, is ſhut 
to every ſocial ſenſfation—— | 5 

Mrs. Lin. And yet, Miſs, this heart you have had 
the good luck to unlock. I hope you don't urge his 
offers to you as a proof of his paſſion for money ? 


why you forget yourſelf, Kate ? who, in the name of 


wonder, do you think you are? What, becauſe you 
ha ve a baby face, and can bawl a few ballads—— 
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Miſs Lin, Nay, madam, you know I was never vain 
of my talents ; if they can procure me a decent ſup- 
port, and in ſome meaſure repay my father and you 
for their kind cultivation | | 

Mrs. Lin. And how long are you ſure your talents, 
as you call 'em, will ſerve you. —Are a ſet of ſeatures 
ſecure againſt time? won't a ſingle ſore throat deſtroy 
the boaſted power of your pipe? But ſuppoſe that 
ſhould not fail, who can inſure you againſt the whim 
of the public; will they always continue their favour ? 
_ Miſs Liz. Perhaps not. | 

Mrs. Lin. What muſt become of you then ? now 
by this means you are ſafe, above the reach of ill- 
fortune; beſides, child, to put your own intereſt out 
of the queſtion, have you no tender feelings for us ? 
Conſider, my love, you don't want for good nature 
your conſent to this match will, in the worſt of times, 
ſecure a firm, an able friend to the family. _ 

Miſs Lin. You deceive yourſelf, indeed, my dear 
mother; he, a friend ] I dare believe the firſt proof 
you will find of his friendſhip, will be his poſitive 
commands to break off all correſpondence with every 
relation J have. | | 

Mrs. Lin. That's a likely ſtory indeed—— Well, 


child, I muſt ſet your father to work, I find what lit- 


tle weight my arguments have. | 
[Lady Catherine Coldſtream, without, 


Is Mrs. Linnet within ? 
Mrs. Lin, Oh! here comes a protectreſs of yours, 
Lady Catherine Coldftream, ſubmit the matter to her, 
ſhe can have no views, is well read in the ways of the 
world, and has your intereſt ſincerely at heart. 


Enter Lady Catherine Coldſtream. 


La. Cath. How is aw wi you, Meſtreſs Linnet and 
Miſs ? what a dykens is the matter wi Miſs—ſhe 
ſeems got quite in the dumps ; I thought you were aw 
ready to jump out of your ſkins at the bonny proſpet 


afore you. | | 
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Mrs. Lin. Indeed, I with your Ladyſhip would 
take Kiity to taſk, for what i can fay ſignifies nothing. 

La. Cath. Ab, that's aw . wrang ; what has been 
the matter, Miis Kitty? you ken well enow that 
children owe an inplicit conceſſion to their parent 
it is na for bairns to e. the will. of their friends. 
Mrs. lin. Eſpecially. my Lady, in a caſe where 


their own happineſs. is fo neaily concern'd ; there is no 


perluading her to accept Mr. Flint's offers. 
La. Cath. Gad's mercy, Viiſfs, how comes aw this 
about? dinna you think you hae drawn a braw ticket 
in the lottery of life ; do na you ken that the mon is a 
hird of aw the land in the country. 
Mits Lin. Your Lacyſhip knows, madam, that 
real happireſs does not depend upon wealth. 
La. Cath. Ah, Miſs, but it is a bonny ingridient ; 
don't you think, Mrs. Linnet, the laſs has got fone 
other lad in ber head? agus! e427 Þ 
Mrs Lin. Your Ladyſhip joins in judgment with 
me; 1 have charg'd ber, but ſhe ſtoutly denies it. 
Lady Caib. Mifs, you munna be baſhfut ; an you 
folicit a cure, your phyſician muſt ken the cauſe of 
your malady. | 
Miſs Lin. Your Ladyſhip may believe me, madam, 
I have no complaint of that kind. | 1 
La. Cath. The laſs is obſtinate; Meſtrefs Linnet, 
cannot yourſel gi a gueſs ? | 
Mrs. Lin, I. can't ſay that I have obſerv'd in- 
deed, ſome time ago, L was inclin'd to believe Mr. 
Button | 5 
La. Cath. What, yon taylor in Stall ſtreet; ah, 
Mrs. Linnet, you are aw out in your gueſs; the laſs 
is twa weel bred, and twa ſaucy to gi her heart to fik 
a burgis as he, Willy Button J. nae, he is nae the lad 
avaw. ü 


Ladyfhip knows bis affairs took a different turn. 

La. Cath. Ah, Racket ! that's another man's mat- 
ter; laſſes are apt enough to ſet their hearts upon 
ſcarlet ; a cockade has muckle charms wi our ſex ; 
well, Miſs, comes the wind fra that corner > 


©... 


Mrs. Liz. Major Racket; F once thought; but your 


Miſs 


J Mis Lin Does your Ladyſhip thir k, to diſlike Mr. 
Flint, it is abfolutely neceſſary to have a prepoſſeſſion 

n for ſomebody e ſe : | 1 

t La. Cath 'Mrs Linnet, an you will withdraw for a 

= while, perhaps Mifs may throw off her reſerve, when 
there's nobody by but ourſelves ; a mother, you ken _ 

e weel, may prove ane too many ſometimes. 

0 Mrs. Lin. Your Ladyſhip is moſt exceedingly kind 

| ——d'ye hear, Kitty, mind what her lady ſhip ſays, do, 

L my dear, and be rul'd by your friends, they are older 

t and wiſer than you. . Exit. 

a La Cath. Well, Miſs, what's the cauſe of aw this ? 
what makes you ſo averſe to the will of your friends? 

i Miſs Lin. Your lady ſhip knows Mr. Flint. 

La. Cath. Ah, unco weel. 5 

; Miſs Lin. Can your Ladyſhip then be at a loſs for 

e a cauſe ? | „ | 
Lua. Cath. I canna fay Mr. Flint is quite an Adonts 3 

h but wha is it that in matrimony gets aw they wiſh ? 
When | intermarried with Sir Launcelot Coldſtream, I 

1 was een ſik a ſpree laſs as yourſel ; and the baronet 

f bordering upon his grand climacteric; you mun ken, 
Miſs, my father was fo unfaucy as to gang out with 

, Charley in the forty-five. After which, his fidelity 
was rewarded in France by a commiſſion that did na 

, wo, in a bawbee, and a penſion that he never was 
Paid. | „ AS 8D | 70S 4 | 

= - Miſs Lin. Infamous ingratitude! TE 

. La. Cath. Ay, but I dinna think they will find ony 


mare ſic fools in the North. 
N Miſs Lin. I hope not. | 5 
's La. Cath. After this, you canna think, Miſs, there 
K was mickle ſiller for we poor bairns that were left; ſo 
d that, in troth, I was glad to get an eftabliſhment ; and 
ne er e diſparity between my guidman and 
T myſel. ir 30G. 14-4 
| Miſs Lin. Your Ladyſhip gave great proofs of your 


» prudence ; but my affairs are not altogether ſo deſpe- 

n l e 

3 La. Cath. God's-mercy, Miſs ! I hope you ans | 
72 N * EMO Bit make 
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make any compariſon between Lady Catherine Cold- 
ſtream, wha has the beſt blood 1 in Scotland that rins 
in her veins. 
— Lin. I. hope your Ladyſhip doe, not ſup- 
ole 
1 La. Catb. A lady lineally deſcended from the great 
Oſſian himſelf, and ally'd to aw the illuſtrious houſes 
abroad and at home 
Miſs Lin. I beg, madam, your Ladyſhip——— 
La. Cath. And Kitty Linnet; a. little play aQor, 
vs oh applauded or hiſs'd juſt een as the n 


Mic Lin. I am extremely e that: 
La. Cath. Look'ye, Miſs, I will cut matters ſhort ; 
you ken well enow, the firſt notice that e'er. | took of 
you was in your acting in Allan Ramſay's play of 
atie and Roger; ere ſin J hae been your faſt friend; 
but an you continue obſtinate, and will na ſuccumb, 
I ſhall ſtraitwiih withdraw my protection. 
Miſs Lia. I ſhall be extremely unhappy in loſing 
your lady ſhip's favour. 
La. Cath. Miſs, that depends entirely on yourſelf. 
Miſs Lin. Well, madam, as a proof how highly ! 
rate it, and how deſirous I am of obeying the com- 
mands of my parents, it ſhan't be my fault if thei 
wiſhes are not accompliſh'd. _ 
La. Cath. That's aw reeght now, Kitty ; ef me 2 
kiſs, you are the pruJent. laſs that I thought you. 


Love, Miſs, is a paſtime for boys and grown girls; aW 


ſtuff, fit for nothing but novels and romances, there 15 
nothing ſolid, na ſtability. [5-24 

Miſs Lin. Madam 

La. Cath. But to fix your fortune at once, to get 
above the power of the world 15 thai, child, is a ſeri 
ous concern. in 46 an 


Addi: Lind [without. 1. 4 - 


Mrs. Lin. With your Ladyſhip's leave 
La. Cath. You may come in, Mrs Linnet ; your 
daughter is brought to a proper W 4 her duty, and 
is ready to colncide with your with. hs 
rs. 
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Mrs. Lin. We are infinitely obliged to your Lady- 
ſhip ; this is lucky; indeed; Mr. Flint is now, madam, 
below, and begs to be admitted. 

La. Cath. Ahl the mon comes in the nick: fhew 
him in in the inſtant. [Exit Mrs. Linnet. 
Now, Kitty's your time; dinna be ſhy, laſs, but throw 
out aw your attractions, and fix him that he canna 
gang back. A 5 

Miſs Lin. Madam, I hope to behave 

La. Catb. Gad's mercy, how the girl trembles and 
quakes ; come, pluck up a heart, and conſider your 
aw is at ſtake. 0 1 | 

Miſs Lin I am afraid I ſhall be hardly able to ſay 
a ſingle FO On | 

La. Cath. Suppoſe then you ſing ; gi him a ſong, 
there is nothing moves a love-fick loon mair than a 
ſong—[ Noiſe without. | 1 hear the lad on the ſtairs ; 
but let the words be aw melting and ſoft the 
Scoth. tunes, you ken, are unco pathetic ; fing him 
the Birks of Endermay, or the. Braes of Balendine, or 
the — mY oa, 


@ MEE Enter Flint and Mr. Linnet. 
-Maiſter Flint, your ſervant. There, fir, you ken 


the laſs of your heart; I have laid for you a pro 


ſolid foundation, but as to the edifice you muſt e'en 
erect it yourſel. . [Exit Lady Catherine. 
Flint. Pleaſe your -Ladyſhip, 1 will do my endea- 
yours Madam 'Linnet, | have made bold to bring 
you a preſent, a ſmall paper of tea, in my pocket 
you will order the tea-kettle on. . 
Mrs. Lin. O, fir, you need not have 
Flint. I won't put you to any expence. 
[Exit Mrs. Linnet. 
Well, Miſs, I underſtand here by my Lady, that ſhe, 
that is, that you, with reſpeRt and regard to the 
ah, ah,—won't you pleaſe to be ſeated ? 
Miſs Lin. Sir? — My lover ſeems as confus'd as 
myfelt 2 0905 56 0, Las / 4 
Flint. I ſay, Miſs, that as I was a ſaying, your 


- 


friends here have ſpoke to you all how and about it. 


Miſs Liz. About it | about what ? 
F | Flint. 
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Flint. About this here buſineſs that | come about, 
Pray, Miſs, are you fond oi the Oct 

Miſs Lin Of the contty ! 

Flint. Ay; becauſe why, I think it is the moſt pret- 
tieſt place for your true lovers to live in ſomething fo 
Tu'al ; for my part | cant ſee what pleaſure pretty 
miſſes can take in galloping to plays and to balls, and 
ſuch expenſive vagarics ; there is ten tines more paſ- 


time in fetching walks in the fields, f in plucking of dai - 


ie — 


Miſs Lin. Hay making, eng the poultry, and 


milking the cows. 
Fint. Right, Miſs. 
Miſs Lin. Ic muſt be own'd they at are e pretty _ 
ments for ladies. 
Flint. Yes; for my mother uſed to ſay, who, be- 
tween 2 was a notable houſewife, 1 
Vour folks that are ide 
May live to bite. the bridle. 
Miſs Lin. What a happineſs to have been bred under 
ſo pruden t a parert! 
Flint. Ay, Miſs, you will have reaſon to ſa fo; R 
her maxims have put many a pound into my pos 
| Miſs Lin. How does that concern me? 
. Hecauſe why, as the ſaying is, - 
85 Tho' I was the maker B 
Vou may be the partaker 
Miss ri in Sir you are very obliging... - - 
Flint. I can tell you, ſuch offers are not every. day 


to be met with; only think, Miſs, to have iviuals 


and drink 2 faund you, without coſt * care 
on your fide z eſpecially now meat is fo dear. 
Mits Lin. Conſiderations by no means to be fighted. 


Flint. Moreover, that you may live and appear like 


my wife, I tully intend to keep. e dncher {1 
Miſs Lin Indeed | 1 


. Flint. Ves; and you ſball command ces horſes Ss Wh 


ever. you pleale, unleſs during the harveſt, and when 


they are employed in plowing and carting; becauſe 


the main chance muſt be minded, you know,” i” 
* Lin. True, true. 33 8 : 2 5 
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Flint. Tho' I don't think you will be vaſtly fond of 
coaching obout, for why, we are oft the turnpike, and 
the roads aze deadly deep about we. 

Miſs Lin. What, you intend to refide in the country? 

Flint. Without doubt; for then, Miſs, I ſhall. be 
ſure to have you all ro myſelt. 

Miſs Lia. An affeRionate motive but even in this 
happy ſtate, where the moſt perfect union prevails, 
ſome ſolitary hours will intrude, and the time, now and 
then, hang heavy on our hands. 

Flint. What in the country, my dear Mi's? not a 
minute—you will find all paſtime and jolliry there; 
for what with winding the dairy, dunning the tenants, 
preſerving and pickling, nurſing the child en, ſcolding 
the ſervants, mending and naking, roaſting, boi ing 
and baking, you wo'nt have a moment to (pare z you 
will be merry and happy as the days are long. 

Miſs Lin. Tam. afraid the day will be hardly long 
enough to execute ſo extenſive a plan of enjoyment. 

Flint. Never you fear; Lam. told, e chat pou 
write an exceeding good hand. 

Miſs Lin. Pretty well, 1 believe, | 

Flint. Then, Mus, there is more pleaſure-3 in tore; 
for you may employ any leifure time that you have in 
being my clerk, as a Juſtice of Peace you ſhall ſhare 
ſixpence out of every warrant, to buy any little wing 
that you want. 

Miſs Lis, That's finely imagined —as. your enjoy- 
ments are chiefly domeſtic, ] preſume you have cons 
triv'd to make home as convenient as can be ; you have, 
fir, 18 gardens, no doubt? 8 

Fli. s. G:rdens! ay, ay; why . the great par- 
lour window there grows a couple of yews, as tall as 
a maſt and as thick as a ſteeple; and the boughs caſt 
ſo delightful a ſhade, that you can't ſee. your banif in 
any part of the room. 

Mi Lin. A moſt delicate e {39 SIT 

Flint. And then there conſtantiy ruoſts in the trees 
a couple of owls, which I won't ſuffer our folks 
to diſturb, as. they make 0 rural : a noiſe in the 


night 
Miſs Lim 
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Miſs Lin. A moſt charming duet—— - 
Flint, And beſides, Miſs, they pay for their lodg- 
ings, as they are counted very good mouſers, you 
n W. 
Miſs Lin. True; but within doors, your manſion 
is capacious, and | Ho 
Flint. Capacious ! yes, yes, capacious enough: you 
may ſtretch your legs without croſſing the threſhold ; 
why, we go up and down ſtairs into every room of 
the houſe—to be ſure at preſent, it is a little out of 
repair; not that it rains in, where the caſements are 
Whole, at above five or fix places at preſent. 
| Miſs Lin. Your proſpects are pleafing ? _ 
Flint. From off the top of the leads; for why, I 
have boarded moſt of the windows, in order to fave 
aying the tax ; but to my thinking, our bedchamber, 
Mi, is the moſt pleaſanteſt place in the houſe. 


1 


Miſs Lin. Oh, fir, you are very polite. 
Fiine, No, Miſs, it is not for that; but you muſt 
know, that there is a large bow-window facing the 
eaſt, that does finely for drying of herbs: it is hung 
round with hatchments of all the folks that have dy'd 
-s the family; and then the pigeon-houſe is over our 
eads. © 1 | 1 
Miſs. Lin The pigeon-houſe ! | 
Flint. Yes; and there, every morning, we ſhall 
be wak'd by day-break, with their murmuring, coo- 
ing and courting, that will make it as fine as can 


e. f 5 | 5 
Miſs Lin, Raviſhing ! Well, fir, it muſt be con- 
feſs'd, you have given me a moſt bewitching picture 
of paſtoral life; your place is a perfect Arcadia—but 
I am afraid half the charms are deriv d from the 
painter's flattering pencil. | | 
Flint. Not heighten'd a bit, as yourſelf ſhall be judge 
—and then, as to the company, Miſs, you- may have 
plenty of that when you will, for we have as pretty a 
neigbourhood as a body can wiſh. Eg 
Miſs Lin. Really. ee 
Flint, There is the widow Kilderkin, that ag. 
the 
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the Adam and Eve at the end of the town, quite an 
agreeable body, indeed—the death of her huſband has 
u WW drove the poor woman to tipple a bit—Farmer Dob- 
bins's daughters, and Doctor Surplice, our curate, and 


n wife, a vaſt converfible woman, if ſhe was not alto- 
gether ſo deaf. 5 

u Miſs Lin. A very ſociable ſet— why, Sir, placed in 

; this paradiſe, there is nothing left you to wiſh. 

of Flint. Ves, Miſs, but there 1s-— | 

ff Miſs Lin, Ay; what can that be? 

e Flint. The very fame that our grandfather had to 


have a beautiful Eve by my fide—Could I lead the 
lovely Linnet nothing loth to that bower 
[ Miſs Lin. Oh, exceſs of gallantry ! 
ye Flint. Would her ſweet breath but deign to kindle, 
Tr, and blow up my hopes ! 


Miſs Lin. Oh, Mr. Flint! I muſt not ſuffer this 


. for your ſake; a perſon of your importance and 
l rank 
he Flint, A young Miſs of your great merit and 
8 beauty —— 


'd Miſs Lin. A gentleman ſo accompliſh'd and rich 


ur Flint, Whoſe perfections are not only the talk 
of the Bath, but of Briſtol, and the whole country 
round 5 | FW 
Miſs Lin. Oh, Mr. Flint, this is too — 
cency, her wiſdom and wit, her ſhape, ſlimneſs and 
lize, with her lovely black eyes, ſo elegant, engag - 


rightly inform'd, poſſeſſed of a ſweet pretty pipe. 
Miſs Lin. That is ſuch a profuſion—— _ 
Flint. Permit me, Miſs, to ſolicit a ſpecimen of 
Jour delicate talents. 3 | | ; 
Miſs Lin. Why, Sir, as your extravagant compli- 


thing I can do is to ſing, 


Flint, Her goodneſs, her grace, her duty, her de- 5 


ing, ſo modeſt, ſo prudent, ſo pious, and, if I am 


ments have left me nothing to ſay, I think the beſt 
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The ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring, 
| Invites the tuneful birds to ſing; 
And as they warble from each ſpray, 
Love melts the univerſal lay, &c. 


Flint. Enchanting ! raviſhing ſounds ! not the Nine 
Muſes themſelves, nor Mrs. Baddeley, is equal to 


you. | 
F Miſs Lin. Oh, fie! 

Flint, May J flatter myſelf that the words of that 
ſong were directed to me? 

Miſs Lin. Should I make ſuch a confeſſion, I ſhould 
ill deſerve the character you have been pleas'd to 
beſtow. : 


Enter Lady Catherine Coldſtrea m. 


Lady Cath, Come, come, Maiſter Flint, I'll ſet 


your heart at reſt in an inftant———you ken well 
enow, laſſes are apt to be modeſt and ſhy, then take 
her anſwer fra me prepare the miniſter, and aw 
the reſt of the tackle, and you will-find us ready to 
gang to the kirk. „„ 
Flint, Miſs, may I rely on what her ladyſhip ſays! 
Lady. Cath, Gad's mercy ! 1 think the man is be- 
witch'd! he wonna take a woman of quality's word 
for ſik a trifling thing as a wife. 
Flint. Your ladyſhip will impute it all to my 
fears—then I will ſtrait ſet about getting the need- 
ful. | 1 5 
Lady Cath. Gang your gait as faſt as you liſt. 
Flint. Lord bleſs us! I had like to have forgot 
I have, pleaſe. your Ladyſhip, put up here in 2 
purſe, a few preſents, that if a miſs would deign to 
accept— | „ 
Lady Cath, Ah! that's aw wright, quite in the 
order of things; as matters now ſtand, there is no 
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harm in her acceping preſents fra you, maſter Flint; 
you may produce. 

Flint. Here is a Porto Bello pocket-piece of Admiral 
Vernon, with his image a one fide, and fix men of war 
all in full ſail on the other | 

Lady Cath. That's a curious medallion. 

Flint. And here is half a crown of Queen Ann's as 
freſh as when 1t came from the mint | | 

Lady Cath. Yes, yes, it is in very fine preſerva- 
tion. 

Flint. In this here paper, there are two mourning 
rings; that, which my Aunt Bother'em left me, might 
t ſerve very well, I ſhould think, for the approaching 

happy occaſion, 8 1 
0 Lady Cath. How ! a mourning 
Flint, Becauſe why, the motto's ſo pat ; 


True till death ſhall ſtop my breath. 


Lady Cath, Ay, ay, that contains mickle morality, 
Miſs. | | 
ſet Flint. And here is, fourthly, a filver coral and bells, 
ell with only a bit broke off the coral when I was cut- 
ke ting my grinders ; this was given me by my godfather 
W Wl Slingſby, and I hope will be in uſe again before the 
to year comes about. e 
Lady Cath. Na doubt, na doubt; leave that mat- 
s' ter to us— warrant we impede the Flint family from 
de- fawing into oblivion. 
"rd Flint. 1 hope ſo—I ſhould be glad to have a ſon of 
my own, if ſo be, but to leave him my fortune be- 
my cauſe, why, at preſent there is no mortal that I care 
ed- a farthing about. | 
Lady Cath. Quite a philoſopher. then diſpatch, 
maſter Flint, diſpatch ; for you ken at your time of 
life, you hanna a moment to loſe. 
Flint, True, true, your ladyſhip's entirely devoted 
—— Miſs, I am your moſt affectionate ſlave. 
| ICsxit. 


Lady Cath, A ſawzy lad, this maſter Flint; you ſee, 
Miſs, he has a meaning in aw that he does. | 
He M 2 | Miſs Lin. 
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Miſs Lin. Might I be permitted to alter your lady- 

ſhip's words, I ſhould rather ſay, meanneſs. 

dy Cath, It is na mickle matter what the mon is 
at preſent, wi a little management you may mold him 
into any form that you liſt. 

Miſs Lin. I am afraid he is not made of fuch 
pliant materials; but, however, I have too far ad- 
vanced to retire; the die is caſt—I have no chance 
now, unleſs my Corydon ſhould -happen to alter his 
mind— - | 3 

Lady Cath. Na, Miſs; there is na danger in that, 
you ken the treaty is concluded under = mediation, 
an he ſhould dare to draw: back, Lady Catharine 


Coldſtream would ſoon find means to puniſh his perfidj 
Come away, Muſs, 

| [Exenn. 
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. 
SCENE I. 


Sir Chriflopher Cripple, Sour Crout, De Farſey, Major 
Racket. and Poultice, diſcovered fitting at a table. 


Sir Chriſtopher Cripple. 


E muſt take care that Flint does not ſurpriſe us, 

for the ſcoundrel is very ſuipicious- 955 

Rack. There is no danger of that=—1 lodged him, 
ſafely at Linnet's— Button ſtands centry at the end of 
the ſtreet; ſo that we ſhall be inſtantly appriſed of every 
motion he makes. | | 

Poul. Well managed, my Major. 

Sir Chr, Yes, yes, the cunning young dog knows 
very well what he is about. ES ; 

ur Cr. Upon my word, Major Racket has. very 
fine diſpoſition to make a figure at de head of de army; 
five or fix German campaigns will- ah, dat is de beſt 
ſchool in de vorld for make de var. | 

Sir Chr, Five or fix German campaigns! 

Sour Cr. Ay, Chevalier; vat you ſay to dat? 

dir Cr. O Mynheer ! nothing at all—a German 
war, for aught I know, may be a very good ſchool, 
but it is a damned expenſive education for us. 

De Far. C'eſt vrai, Chevalier, dat is all true, cet 
Pay la, dat place is the grave for the Frenchmen and 
the fine Engliſh guinea. | | 

Sir. Chr, True, Monſieur ; but our guineas are ra- 
ther worſe off than your. men, for they ſtand no chance 
of riſing again. | 

De Jar. Ha, ha, ha! dat is very well-——— le, 
Chevalier have beaucoup d'eſprit, great deal of wit, 


M 3 Rach, 
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Rack. I think the Knight is in luck——but don't 
let us loſe fight of our ſubject. You, Gentlemen, 
are all prepar'd, perfectly in the ſeveral parts you are 
to play ? | | 
All. Ay, ay. | 
Rack. You, Mynheer Sour Crout ? 
Sir Chr. I underſtand—I will pique his honour— 
the pride of his famille. N | 
_ Rack. Right. Poultice — 
_ Poult. I will alarm him on the fide of his health. 
Sir Chr. Next to his money, the thing in the world 
he moſt minds. | | 
Rack. You, de Jarſey, and Button, will employ all 
your eloquence on the prudential ſide of the 


Oh, dear Jerſey! here is a draft for the pipe of Port 


that -I promis'd. 

De Yar. Dat is right. | 

Rack. The only receipt to get bawds, boroughs, 
or Frenchmen, [ Aſide.] Oh, here Billy 
comes 


Enter Button. 


Well, Billy, what news? : 
ws I am vaſt afraid all matters are concluded at 
laſt, 5 
. * Rack, Ay! prithee why ſo? 
Butt. Becauſe why, in ten minutes after you went, 
out bolted the Squire, and hurry ſcurry'd away to 
layer Lattitat's, who, you know, arreſts his tenants, 
and does all his concerns. 
Rack. True; well ö 
Butt. J ſuppoſe to give him orders about drawing 
the writings. „ f 
Sir Chr, Not unlikely but you think Flint will 
come to the club ? | 


Butt. There is no manner of doubt ; becauſe why, | 


he holloo'd to me from over the way—what, Billy, | 
ſuppoſe you are bound to the Bear ; well, boy, I ſhall 
be hard at your heels—and he ſeem'd in prodigious 


 waſt ſpirits. 


Rack, I am miſtaken if we don't lower them a little. 
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Well, Gentlemen, the time of action draws nigh* 
Knight, we muſt decamp. 

Sir Chr. When you will. 

Rack. 1 think, Sir Chriſtopher, you lodge i in the 
ſame houſe with the: Liners ? 

Sir Chr. Juſt over their heads. 

Rack, Then thither we'll go—ten to one, if our 
plot operates as 1 a the hero will return to their 
houſe. 

Sir Chr. Moſt likely. 

Rack. We are come to a criſis, and eee 
of our . can't be very far off. 

Sir Chr, I wiſh, like other plays, it. don't end in a 
marriage. 

Rack Then I ſhall be moſt . bit—but 
come, Knight. 

Sir Chr. Rot you, I do as faſt as I can—T can't 
think, Racket, what the deuce makes thee ſo warm in 
this buſineſs ; there is certainly ſomething at bottom 
that I don't comprehend. 

Sir Chr. But do, Major, have pity on the poor 
girl; upon my ſoul ſhe is a ſweet little ſyren, ſo inno- 
cent and 

Rack. Pooh, pooh; don't be abſurd -I thought 
that matter had been fully explain'd ; this, Knight, 
is no time to look back—but ſuppoſe now I ſhould 
bave a little miſchief in hand 

Sir Chr. How! of what kind? 

Rack. Be innocent of the knowledge, deareſt Knight, 
till done, and then applaud the deed. 

Sir Chr. It is very extraordinary, Major Racket, if 
you are determined to make the devil a viſit, that you 
can't pay it alone; or if you muſt have company, 
what a pox makes you think of fixing on me ? 

Rack. Hey day! ha, ba! What in the Tons | 
again ?—we muſt have ſome more punch 

Sir Chr. You are miſtaken ; that won't have power to 
change the ſtate of my mind, my reſolves are too firm— 

Rack. And who wiſhes to break them? I only aſk 
your aſſiſtance to-night ; and your reformation, you 
nne Aen. t begin till to-morrw, 


. Sir Cly. 
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Sir Cr. That's true, indeed; but no human pow- 


er ſhall prevail to put it off any longer than to-mor- 


row. 

Rack, Or the next day at fartheſt. 

[Exeunt Rack. ani Sir Chr. 

Poul. Come, lads, light your TINY of us ſhall 

be firſt to attack? Billy 

Butt. Won't it be rather too bold for me to be- 

in ? 

x Poul, Then let us leave it to cbanbe“- Huff! 1 bear 

him lumbering in——compoſe your looks, let his re- 

ception be ſolemn and prave. 

Butt. Leave that chair for him. 

Enter Flint. 

Flint. How fares it, my lads? Well boys, matters 
are ſettled at laſt—the little Kate has ene and 
to-morrow is fix*d for the day. 

Paul. You have ſettled it then?  * 
Flint. As firm as a rock. | 
Peul. So you can't retreat if you would 5 
5 Retreat! I have no ſuch deſign. 

Pull. You han't ? | 

Flint, No, to be ſure, you great fool ; what the 
dence would Poultice be at? 

Poul. Nay then, neighbours, what we have been 


. faying will juſt ſignify nothing. 


Flint, Saying? why have you not heard — that is 
nobody 

Poul. No. Nothing very waterial only but as 
the matter 1s carried fo far 
Hint. So fat! why I hope you have not found out 
any flaw—Kitty has not | 

Paul. No, no, nothing of that—no, upon my word 
— believe a very modeſt, prudent, good girl, r 
bour. 


All. No manner of doubt. | Hh 
Flint. Well then—but what a plague is the mean- 
ing of this? You all fitas filent and glum—why can't 
you ſpeak out with a pox ? 
Poul. Why, Squire, as we are all your fix'd friends, 
we have been ads, this matter amongſt us, 
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_ Flint, You have? 1 
Poul. Marriage, you know very well, is no trifling 
affair; too much caution and care can't be ud 

Flint. That I firmly believe, which has made me 
defer it ſo long. . 

Poul. Pray lend me your hand; how is the flate 
your health ? do you find yourſelf hearty and 

rong ? 

Hint. I think fo ; that is I- you han't obſerv'd any 
bad ſymptoms of late ? 
Poul. No; but you usd to have pains flying about 
ou. . 
. Flint. Formerly ; but ſince I have fix d my gout to 
a fit, they are gone — that, indeed, lays me up four 
or five months in a year. | 

Poul. A pretty long ſpell ; and in ſuch a caſe, do 
you think now that a marriage | 

Flint. The moſt beſt receipt in the world why 
that, man, was one of my motives—wives, you know, 
are allow'd to make very good nurſes. | 

Poul. That, indeed. 1 | 

Flint Ay. and then they are always at hand; and 
beſides they don't coſt one a farthing. 

Foul. True, true; why you look very jolly, and 
freſh, does not he ? 

All. Excecdingly. | 

Poul. Yet he can't be lefs than let me ſeems. 
was' nt you under old Syntax at Wells? 

Flint. He dy'd the year I left fchool 

Poul. That muft be a good forty years ſince. 

Flint. Come ſheep-ſhearing next. ; 

Poul. Then, Squire, you are hard upon ſixty. 

Flint, Not far away, Maſter Poultice. _ 
Foul. And Miſs Linnet——ſixteen—— you are a hold 
man——not but there are inftances, indeed, Where 
men have ſurviv'd many years ſuch diſproportionate: 
marriages as theſe. - | 

Flint. Surviv'd t why ſhould they not? 3 
Poul. But then their ſtamina muſt be prodigioully 
__ 

Flint. Stamina ? 


Ma 5 Teak 
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Poul. Let us ſee, Button, there was Doctor Do- 


ta * married the Devonſhire girl, he had a mat- 
ter o 

Butt. No, no; he dropp d off in ſix Months. 

Poul. True, true, ] had forgot. 

Flint. Lord have mercy ! 

Bute Indeed, an old maſter of mine, Sir Harry O 
Tuff, is alive, and walks about to this day. 

Flint. Hey! 

Foul. But you forgot where r Harry was born, 
and how ſoon his lady elop'd. 

Butt. In the honey moon, with Captain Pike of the 
guards; I mind it full well. 

Poul. That, indeed, alters the caſe. 

Flint. Well, but Billy, you are not ſerious in this? 
you don't think there is any danger of death ? 

Butt. As to the matter of death, the Doctor knows 
better than I, becauſe why, that lies in his way; 
but I ſhall never forget Colonel Crazy, one of the beſt 
cuſtomers that ever I had; I never think of him with- 
out dropping a tear 

Flint. Why; what was the matter with bim ? 

Butt, Married Lady Barbary _— as it might be 
about midnight on Monday 

Flint. Well 
a Butt. But never more ſaw the ſweet face of the 

un. 

Flint. What! did he die? 

Butt. Within an hour after throwing the ſtocking. 

Flint, Good Lord! that was dreadful indeed 
Of what age might he he? 

Butt. About your time of life. 


Flint. That is vaſtly alarming. Lord bleſs me, Bil, 


T am all of a tremble! 

Butt. Ay, truly, it behoves your honour to confider 
what you are about. 

Flint. True. 

Butt. Then what a world of money muſt go; run- 
ning forwards and backwards to town, and jaunting to 
ſee all the fine ſights in the place 

Flint, | ſhan't take her to ar, of them; perhaps! 

may 


Wo | + we [7,) 
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may ſhew her the Parliament-houſe, and plays, and 

Boodles, and Bedlam, and my Lord Mayor, and the 

lions. 

2 Then the vaſt heap of fine cloaths 28 muſt 

make 

Flint. What occaſion for that? 

Butt. As you arn't known, there is no doing with- 
out; becauſe why, every body paſſes there for what 
they appears. 

Flint, Right, Billy; but J believe I have found out 
a way to do that pretty cheap. 

Butt. Which way be that? 

Flint. You have ſeen the miniſter that's come down 
to tack us together 

Butt. J have — is he a fine man in the pulpit ? 

Flint. He don't care much to meddle with that; but 


he is a prodigious patriot, and a great politician to 
boot— | 


Butt. Indeed ! | 

Flint And has left behind him, at Paris, a choice 
collection of curious rich cloaths, which he has pro- 
mis d to ſell me a pennorth. 

Poul. Pooh, what Billy talks of are trifles to the e- 
vils you are to expect to have a girl to break in upon 
your old ways; your afternoon's nap interrupted, and 
perhaps not ſuffer'd to take your pipe of a e 

Flint. No ! 

Poul. All your former friends forbidden your houſe— 

Flint. The fewer come in, the leſs. will go out; I” 
ſhan't be ſorry for that. 

Poul. To make room for her own numerous 
clay —— 

Flint. Not a foul of them ſhall enter the doors. 

Poul. A brood of babes at your board, whoſe fa - 
thers ſhe herſelt won't find eaſy to name 

Flint, To prevent that I'll lock her up in a room. 

Poul. The King's-Bench will break open the gor 

Flint. 'I hen I'll turn her out of the houſe. | 

Poul. * her debts would throw you - into 

| Flint. 
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Flint. Who told you ſo? | 
Poul. A dozen of proctors 

Flint, Then I will hang wyſelf out of the way. 
Poul 80 ſhe will become poſſeſs'd of her jointure, 
and her creditors wi.l forecloſe your eſtate. 

Flint, What a miſerable poor toad is a huſband ; 
whoſe misfortunes not even death can relieve. 

Bute. Think of that, Squire, before it be too late. 
Flint. Well, but friends, neighbours, what the deuce 

can I do; are you all of a mind? _ 

De Jar, All, all ; dere is no queſtion at all: what 
a garcon of your antient famille to take up with a 
pauvre petite bourgoiſe a:? 

Flint, Does that never happen in France ? 

De Far, Never, but when Monſieur de Baron is very 
great beggar, and de bourgoiſe has damn'd deal de 
guinea, | 

Poul. That is none of our caſe. ; 

Flint. No, no—— Mynheer, do your people never 
make up ſuch matches ? | | 

Saur Cr. Never, never — what, a German diſho- 
nour his ſtock! why Meſter Flint, ſhould Miftrefs Lin- 
net bring you de chidren for de ten generations to 
come, they would not be choſe de Cannons of Straſ- 
J | 

Flint. No? 1 | 

Poul. So, Squire, take it which way you will, what 
dreadful danger you run. - 

Flint. I do. 75 

Poul. Loſs of friends 3 

Butt. Pipe and afternoon's nap— | 

Sour Cr. Your famille gone to de dogs— . 

De Far. Your peace of mind to de devil 

Poul. Your health= 55 

Butt. Your wealth —- _ 

Foul. Plate, money, and manors. | 

All. Your FFF 

Flint, Enough, dear neighours, enough=——T feel | 
it, 1 feel it too well; Lord have mercy, what a mi- 
ſerable ſcrape am in; and here too, not an hour ago, 
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it has coſt me the Lord knows what in making her 
preſents. 

Poul. Never mind that; you had better part with 
half you are worth in the world. 

Flint. True, true — well then, I'll go and break 
off all matters this minute. | ; 

Poul. The wiſeſt thing you can do 

Futt. The ſooner the better | 

Flint. No doubt no doubt, in the——qnd yet, But- 
ton, ſhe is a vaſt pretty girl I ſhould be heartily 
ſorry to loſe her——doft think one could get her on 
eaſier terms than on marriage? p 

Bute. It is but trying, however. 

Flint. To tell truth, Billy, I have always had that in 
my head ; and at all events I have thought of a pro- 
je& that will anſwer my purpoſe. 

Futt Ay, Squire, what is it? 

Flint No matter—and, do you hear, Billy ? ſhould 
I get her conſent, if you will take her off my hands, 
and marry her when I begin to grow tired, I'll fettle 
ten pounds a year upon you, for both your lives. 

Bute, Without paying the taxes, | 

Flint, That matter we will talk of hereafter. 

| IExit. 

Poul. So, ſo, we have well ſettled this buſineſs, . 
ever. 

Butt. No more thoughts of his taking a wife. 

Poul. He would ſooner be ty'd to a gibbet; but, 
Billy, ſtep after him, they will let you in at Sir Chriſ- 
topher Cripple's; and bring us, Bill, a faithful ac- 
count. 7 | | 

Butt. I will, Iwill; but where ſhall you be? 

Poul Above, in the Phenix ; we won't ſtir out of 
the houſe ; but be very exact. 

Butt. Never fear. 


Mifs Linnet, alone. | 

Heigh, ho! what a ſacrifice am I going to make? but 

it is the will of thoſe who have a right to all my o- 

bedience, and to that I will ſubmit. [Loud knocking. at 

the door) Bleſs me! who can that be at this time 2 
| | 5 night 


I Exeunt. 
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night? Our friends may err; and projects, the moſt 


prudentily pointed, may miſs of their aim; but age 
and experience demand reſpect and attention, and the 


undoubted kindneſs of our parents deſigns claims, on 


. our parts at leaſt, a gratetul and ready compliance, 
Enter Nancy. 


Miſs Lin, Nancy, who was that at the door ? 

Nancy. Mr. Flint, Miſs, begs the favour of ſpeaking 
five words with you. | 

Miſs Lin. | was in hopes to have had this night at 
leaft to myſel - where is my mother? 


Nancy. In the next room with Lady Catherine, con- 


ſulting about your cloaths for the morning. 
Miſs Lin. He is hece—vcry well, you may go. 
xtt, 


ES Enter Flint. 

Flint. She is alone, as I wiſhed—Miſs, 1 beg par- 
don for intruding at this time of night, but— 

Miſs Lin. Sir! 

Flint, You can't wonder that I deſire to enjoy your 
good coinpany every minute I can, 

Miſs Lin. Thoſe minutes, a ſhort ſpace, will place, 
Mr. Flint, in your power ; if 'till then you had per- 
mitted me to. 6 

Flint. Right. But to ſay the truth, I wanted to 
have a little ſerious talk with you of how and about 
it——1 think, Miſs, you agree, if we marry, to go 
off to the country directly. | 

Miſs Lin. If we mariy? Is it then a matter of 

Flint. Why, I will tell you, Miſs ;. with regard to 
myſelf, you know, I am one of the moſt antienteſt fa- 
milies in all the country round 

Miſs Lin. Without doubt. 

Flint. And as to money and lands, in theſe parts, 1 
believe few people can match me. | 5 

Miſs Lin. Perhaps not | 

Flint, And as to yourſelf, I don't ſpeak in a diſ- 

; | paraging 


parag 
fortu! 
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paraging way, your friends are low folks, and your 
fortune juſt nothing. 


Miſs t in. True, ſir; but this is no new diſcovery, 
you have known this | | 

Flint, Hear me out now, as I bring all theſe good - 
things on my fide, and you have nothing to give me in 
return but your love, I ought to be pretty ſure of the 
poſſeſſion of that.. 

Miſs Lin. I hope the properly diſcharging all the 
duties of that condition, which I am ſhortly to owe 
to your favour, will give you convincing proofs of my 
gratitude, . 

Hint, Your gratitude, Miſs— but we talk of your 
love; and of, that, if I warry, I muſt have plain and 
poſitive proofs. | 
Miſs Lin. Proofs! of what kind? 

Flint. To ſteal away directly with me to my lodg- 
ings. 
h iſe Lin. Your lodgings ! 

Flint. There paſs the night, and in the morning, 
the very minute we riſe, we will march away to the 
Abbey. | 
Miſs Lin. Sir! T7 | | 

Flint, In ſhort, Miſs, 1 muſt have this token of love, 
or not a ſyllable more of the marriage. 

Miſs Lin. Give me patience ! | 

Flint. Come, Miſs, we have not a minute to loſe ; 
the coaſt is clear—ſhould ſomebody come, you will 

put it out of my power to do what I deſign. 
| Miſs Lin. Power! Hands off, Mr. Flint. Power! 
I promiſe you, fir, you ſhall never have me in your 

wer. 


Flint. Here, Miſs 
_ Miſs Lin. Deſpicable wretch ! from what part of 
my character could your vanity derive. a hope that I 
would ſubmit to your infamous purpoſe ? 
Flint. Don't be in a | 


* 


Miſs Lin. To put principle out of the queſtion, not 

a creature that had the leaſt tirQure of pride could 

fall a victun to ſuch a contemptible 
Flint, Why, but, Miſs— 


Miſs 
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Muiſs Lin. It is true, in compliance with the earneſt 

requeſt of my friends, I had conſented: to ſacrifice my 
peace to their pleaſure ; and the — would have 

975 you my hand. 

Flint. Vaſtly welk 

Miſs Lin, What motive, but obedience to them, 
eould J have had in forming an union with you? Did 
you preſume I was ſtruck with your perſonal merit, or 
think the ſordidneſs of your mind and manners would 
tempt me ? 

Flint. Really, Miſs, this is carrying 

Mits Lin. You have wealth, I confeſs ; but where 
could have been the advantage to. me, as a reward for 
becoming your drudge ? I might, perhaps, have re- 
ceived a ſcanty ſubſiſtence, for I can hardly ſuppoſe 
you would grant the free uſe of that to your wife 
which your meanneſs has deny'd to yourſelf, 

Flint. So, fo, fo——by and by ſhe will alarm the 
whole houſe. 

Miſs in. The whole houſe! the whole town Thall 
be told. Sure the greateſt misfortune that poverty 
brings in 1's train, is the ſubjecting us to the inſults of 
wretches like this, who IMve no other merit but what 
their riches beſtow on them. 

Flint, What a damnable vixen !. [ Afde, 

Miſs Lin. Go, fir ; leave the houſe, IT am aſham'd, 
fir, you have had the power to move me, and never 
more let me be ſhock'd with your ſight, 


Enter Lady Catherine and Mrs. Linnet. 
La. Cath. How's aw wi you within ? Gad's mercy, 


what's the matter wi Miſs? I will hope, Maiſter F lint, | 


it is nae you, who ha ſet her a wailing. 
Mrs. Lin. Kitty. my love. 
Miſs Lin. A modeſt propoſal of that gentleman - 


making 
La. Cath. Of . kind ? 


_ Miſs Lin. Only this moment to quit my father and 


, and take up my lodging with him. 
La. Cath. To night z aw this is quite out of [ 
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order of things, that is ne'er done, Maiſter Flint, till 
after the ceremony of the nuptials is ſaid. 

Flint. No Then, I can tell your Ladyſhip, it 
will never be done. CM 

La. Cath. HOW? 


Enter Major Racket, Sir Chriſtopher Cripple, and 

. | Button. 5 5 

Sir Chr. We beg pardon for taking the liberty to 

come in, Mrs. Linnet, but we were afraid ſome acci- 
dent might have happened to Miſs 

Mrs. Lin. There has, fir. | 

Rack. Of what kind ? | 

Mrs. Lin. That worthy gentleman, under pretence 
of friendſhip to us, and honourable views to my 
daughter, has hatch'd a treacherous deſign to inevit= 
ably ruin my child. e 

Sir Cr. What he? Flint ! 

Mrs. Lin. Even he. 

Sir Chr. An impudent ſon of a——Billy, lead me 
vp, that I may take a peep at the puppy——— Your 
ſervant, young, gentleman ; what, is it true that we 
hear? A ſweet ſwain this, to tempt a virgin to fin, 
Why, Old Nick has made a miſtake here, he uſed to 
be more expert in bis angling ; for what female on 
earth can be got to catch his bait ? 

La. Cath, Haud, haud you, Sir Chriſtopher Crip- 
ple, let Maiſter Flint and I have a ſhort conference 
upon the occaſion I find, maiſter Flint, you ba 
made a little miſtake, but marriage will ſet aw matters 
right in the inſtant. I ſuppoſe you perſevere to gang 


wi miſs to kirk in the morning. 

Flint. No, madam, nor in the evening neither. 

La. Cath, Mercy a Gad! what do you refuſe to 
ratify the preliminaries ? „„ | 

Flint. I don't ſay that neither. 

Sir Chr. Then name the time in which you will 
fulfil tbem a week? 20 

La. Cath. A fortnight ? 
Mrs. Lin. A month? To 
{5 | Flint. 
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Flint. L won't be bound to no time. 
Rack. A raſcally evaſion of his to avoid an action 
at law. 
ng Chr. But, perhaps, he may be diſappointed i in 
that 

La. Cath. Well, but, maiſter F lint, are you willing 
to make miſs a. pecuniary acknowledgment for thi 
damage ? 

Flint. I have done her no damage, and ll make 
no reparation. 

Rack, Twelve honeſt men of your country may 
happen to differ in judgment. 

Flint. Let her try if ſhe will 

Sir Chr. And I promiſe you ſhe ſhan't be to ſeek 
for the means; 

La. Cath. If you be nae afraid of the laws, ha you 
nae ſenfe of ſname?7 

Rack. He ſenſe of ſhame ! 

La. Cath. Gad's wull, it ſhall cum to the proof ; 
you mun ken, good folk, at Edinburgh laſt winter, I 
got acquainted with maiſter Fout the play-aQor—I 
will get him to bring the filthy loon on the ſtage— 
Sir Chr, And expoſe him to the contempt of the 
world ; he richly deſerves it. 

Flint, Ay, he may write, you may rail, and the 


people may hiſs, and what care I? |. have that at 


home that will keep up my 1 
La. Cath. At hame? 
Rack. The wretch means his money— 
Flint, And what better friend can any man have 
Tell me the place where its influence fails? Aſk that 
entleman how he got his cockade. Money ! I know 
its worth, and therefore can't too carefully keep it. 
At this very inſtant I have a proof of its value; it 
enables me to laugh at- that ſqueamiſh, impertinent 


girl, and deſpiſe the weak efforts of your impotent 


malice—Call me forth to your courts when you pleaſe, 

that will procure me able defenders, and 5 Wit» 
neſſes too if they are wanted. 
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a Sir Chr. Now there's a fellow that will never re- | 
orm. 

Fach. You had better let him ods. it is in vain. to 
expect juſtice or honour from him; what a moſt con- 
temptible cur, is a miſer ? 

Sir Chr. Ten thouſand times worſe than a high- 
wayman : that poor devil only pilfers from Peter or 
Paul, and the money is ſcattered as ſoon as received; 
but the wretch that accumulates for the ſake of ſe- 
creting, annihilates what was intended for the uſe 
of the world, and is a robber of the whole human 
race | 

Rack. And of himſelf too into the bargain. 

Butt. For all the world like a magpye, he eng for 
the mere pleaſure of hiding, 

Rack. Well obſerved, little Bill. 

Batt, Why, he wanted to bring me into his plot =» 
yes; he made propoſals for me to marry Miſs after his 
purpoſe was ſerv'd— 

Sir Chr, How? 

Butt. But he was out in his man let him give bin 
caſt cloaths to his coachman, Billy Button can afford a 
new ſuit of his own. | 

Rack. I don't doubt it at all. 

Butt. Fellow—I am almoſt reſolved never to ſet 
another ſtich for him as long as I live. | 

Sir Cor. Right, Button, right; but where i is Miſs 
Kitty? Come hither, my chicken; faith I am heartily 
glad you are rid of this ſcoundrel ;' and if ſuch a crip- 
pled old fellow as me was worthy of your notice but 
hold, eg there is another chap I muſt guard you 
againſt— 

Miſs Lin, Knacher, Sir! who? 

Sir Chr, Why this emen. 

Rack. Me! 

Sir Chr, Ay, you ; come, come, Major, don't think 
you can impoſe upon a cunning old ſportſman like 
me, 

Rack. Upon my ſoul, Sir Chriſtopher, you make 
me Mu. 1 

ir 
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Sir Chr, Oh! you are deviliſh modeſt, I-know— 
but to come to the trial at once. Ihave ſome reaſon 
to believe, major, you are fond of this girl, and that 
her want of fortune mayn't plead you excuſe, I. don't 
think I can better begin my plan of reforming, than 
by a compliment paid ro her virtue——then take her, 
and with her two thouſand guineas in hand. 

Mrs. Lin. How, ſir! | 

Sir Chr. And expect another good ſpell when mon- 
ſteur le Fevre ſets me free from the gout. 

, * Pleaſe 9 worſhip, ll accept her with 
a 

La. Cath. Gi me leave, Sir Chriſtopher, to throw 
in the widow's mite on the happy. occaſion ; the 
bride garment, and her dinner. ſhall be n. by 


"Sr Chr. Cock-4- lecky ſoup. 

La. Cath, Sheep's head ſing'd, a haggies in plenty. 

Sir Chr. Well ſaid, Lady atherine, 

. Lin. How, ſir, ſhall I acknowledge this good- 

s ? 

Sir Chr, By ſaying nothing about it— Well, ſir, we 
wait your anſwer. 

Rack. F think the lady might firſt be conſulted : I 
ſhould be ſorry a freſh e ſhould follow ſo faſt 
on the heels of the 

Sir Chr. Come, come, no trifling, your reſolution 
at once. 

Rack, I receive then, your offer with pleafure. 

Sir Chr, Miſs. 

Miſs Lin. Sir, there is a little account to be firſt 
ſettled between this gentleman and an old unhappy 
acquaintance of mine. 

Sir Cr. Who ? : 

Miſs Lin. The major can . ee the unhappy 
miſs Prim. 

Sir Chr. You ſee,. rkjor, your old fins are rifng 1 in 
judgment. 

Rack, I believe, madam, 10 can ſatisfy that. 


Mifs 
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Miſs Lin. I ſhan't give you the trouble but 
firſt, let me return you all my moſt grateful thanks 
for your kind intentions towards me. I know your 
generous motives, and feel their value, I hope, as I 
ought ; but might I be-permitted to chooſe, I beg to 
remain in the ſtation I am ; my little talents have hi- 
therto received the public protection, nor whilſt J con- 
tinue to deſerve, am I the leaſt afraid of loſing my 
patrons. . [ Exeunt. 
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LL OCVH 


Written by Mr. CUMBERLAND. 
Spoken by Mrs. J EW E L. 


9 IDING in the juſtice of the place, 
To you the Maid of Bath ſubmits her caſe : 
Wrong'd and defeated of three ſeveral ſpouſes, 
She lays her damages for nine full houſes. 
Well, Sirs, you've heard the parties, pro and con. 
Do the pro's carry it ? Shall the ſuit go on ? 
Speak hearts for us, to them we make appeal : 
Tell us not what you think but what you feel ; 
Aſk us, why bring a private cauſe to view ! 

We anſwer with a figh—becauſe 'tis true: 

For tho? invention is our Poet's trade, 

Here he but copies parts which others play'd. 
For on a ramble, late one ſtarry night, 

With Aſmodeo, his familiar ſprite, 

High on the wing, by his conductor's ſide, 

This guilty ſcene the indignant Bard deſcry'd ; 
Soaring in air, his ready pen he drew, 

And daſh'd the glowing ſatire as he flew: 

For in theſe rank luxuriant times there needs 


Some ſtrong bold hand to pluck the noxious weeds, - 


The rake of ſixty, crippl'd hand and knee, 
Who fins on claret, and repents on tea : 

The witleſs Maccaroni, who purloins 
A few cant words, which ſome pert gambler coins . 


— $_—_ — 
_ — —̃ä — 


e 


The undomeſtic Amazonian Dame, 

Staunch to her Coterie, in deſpite of fame; 
Theſe are the victims of our Poet's plan, 

But moſt, that monſter an unfeeling man. 
When ſuch a foe provokes him to the fight, 
Tho' maim'd, out allies the puiſſant Knight: 


Like Withrington, maintains the glorious ſtrife, 


And only yields his laurels— with his life. 
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SCENE I. 
Scent Sir Jacos's Houſe at Garret. 


Enter Sir Tacos, ! 


R 06ER 
| Enter Roger. 


Rog. Anon, Sir | | | 
Sir Fac, Sir, firrah ! and why not Sir Jacob? You 
raſcal, is that all your manners? Has his majeſty 
dubb'd me a Knight for you tomake me a Miſter? Are 
the candidates near upon coming ? . 
Rog Nic Gooſe the taylor from Putney, they ſay, 
will be here in a crack, Sir Jacob. 1 | 

Sir Fac. Has Margery fetch'd in the linen ? 
Rog. Yes, Sir Jacob. | | WY, 
Sir Fac. Are the pigs and the poultry lock d up in 

the barn? | | | | 

Rog. Safe, Sir E © 5 
ne plate and ſpoons in the pantry ? 


E. Sir Tac. And t 


Rog. Ves, Sir Jacob. I: 
Sir Fac. Then give me the key; the mob will ſoon 
be upon us: And all is fiſh that comes to their net, 
Has Ralph laid the cloth in the hall? | 

Rog. Yes, Sir Jacob. | 


N 2 Sir 


Sir Jac, Then let him bring out the turkey and 
chine, and be ſure there is plenty of muſtard ; and, 
d'ye hear, Koger, do you ſtand yourſelf at the gate, 


and be careful who you let in. | 
Rog. I will, Sir Jacob. [Exit Rog. 
Sir Fac, So, now I believe things are pretty ſecure: 
But I can't think what makes my daughters ſo late, ere 
they Knocking at the Gate] Who is that, Roger? 
Rog. [without.] Maſter Lint, the potter-carrier, Sir 
Jacob. 2 | 


Sir Fac. Let him in. What the deuce can he want? 


Enter Lint. 


Sir Fac. Well, maſter Lint, your will? 


Lint. Why, I come, Sir Jacob, partly to enquire af- 


ter your health; and partly, as I may ſay, to ſettle 
the buſineſs of the day. ND: 

Sir Fac, What buſineſs ? 

Lint. Your worſhip knoweth, this being the day of 
election, the rabble may be riotous ; in which caſe, 
maims, bruiſes, contuſions, diſlocations, fractures, ſim- 
-ple and compound, may likely enſue ; now your wor- 
ſhip need not be told, that I am not only a pharmaco- 
poliſt or vender of drugs ; but likewiſe chirurgeon, or 
healer of wounds. | | | 


Sir Fac. True, maſter Lint, and equally ſkilful in 


both. | | 


Lint, It is your worſhip's pleaſure to ſay ſo, Sir 


Jacob: Is it your worſhip's will that J lend a miniſtring 
hand to the maim'd ? 
Sir Fac. By all means. 
' Lint, And to whom muſt I bring in my bill? 
Sir Jac. Doubtleſs, the veſtry. | 1 
Lint. Your worſhip knows, that kill or cure, I have 
contraQed to phyſic the pariſh-poor by the great: But 
this muſt be a ſeparate charge. EN 
' Sir Fac. No, no ; all under one ; come, maſter Lint, 
don't be unreaſonable. _ 5 
Lint. Indeed, Sir Jacob, I can hardly afford it. 


What with the dearneſs of drugs, and the number of 
8 patients 
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patients the peace has procured me, I can't get ſalt to 
my porridge. | 

Sir Fac. Bad this year, the better the next We 
muſt take things rough and ſmooth as they run. 

Lint. Indeed, I have a very hard bargain. i 

Sir Fac. No ſuch matter; we are, neighbour Lint, 
a little better inſtructed. Formerly, indeed, a fit of 
illneſs was very expenſive; but now, phyſic is cheaper 
than food. | 

Lint. Marry, heaven bei 
Sir Fac. No, no, your eſſences, elixirs, emetics, 
ſweats, drops, and your paſtes, and your pills, have 
ſilenced your peſtles, and mortars. Why a fever, that 
would formerly have coſt you a fortune, you may now 
cure for twelve penny worth of powder. 

Lint. Or kill, Sir Jacob. 

Sir Jac. And then as to your ſcurvies, and gouts, 
rheumatiſms, conſumptions, coughs and catarrhs, tar- 
water and turpentine will make you as ſound as a. 
roach. 

Lint. Noſtrums. 

Sir Jac. Specifics, ſpecifics, Caller Lin: 

Lint, I am very ſorry to find a man of your Wor- 
ſhip's—Sir Jacob a promoter of puffs; an: encourager 
of quacks, Sir Jacob. 

Sir Fac, Regulars, Lint, e ; look at their 
names, ( Roger, bring me the news, ) not a ſoul of them 
but is either P. L. or M. D. 

Lint. Plaguy liars ! Murderous dogs [ 


' Roger brings the news, 


Sis Fac, Liars ! Here, look at the liſt of their cures. 
The oath of Margery Squab of Rel war. 
ſpinſter. 

Lint. Perjuries. 

Sir Jac. And ſee here, the 8 ha ve 
ſigned it. 

Lint. Fictitious, Sir Jacob. 

Sir Fac, Sworn before the worſhipful Mr. Juſtice 
Drowſy, this thirteenth day of —— ; 


. Lint, Forgery. 
N 3 Sir 
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Sir Fac. Why, hark'ye, ſirrah, do you think Mr. 


Juſtice Drowſy would ſet his hand to a forgery ? 


Lint. I know, Sir Jacob, that woman ; ſhe has been 
cured of fifty diſeaſes in a fortnight, and every one 
of 'em mortal. | 5 

Sir Jac. Vou impudent 

Lint. Of a dropſy, by Weſt 

Sir Fac. Audacious—— 

Lint. A cancer, by Cleland. 

Sir Fac. Arrogant—— 

Lint. A palſy, by Walker 

Sir Fac. Impertinent 

Lint. Gout and ſciatic, by Rock—— 

Sir Fac. Inſolent | 

Lint. Conſumption by Stevens's drop 

Sir Fac. Paltry ——— 

Lint, And ſquinting, by the Chevalier Taylor 

Sir Jac. Pill-gilding puppy. ht 

Lint. And as to the Juſtice, ſo the affidavit brings 


him a ſhilling 


Sir Fac. Why, hark'ye, raſcal, how dare you abuſe 
the commiſſion ?=—you blood- letting, tooth-drawing, 
corn-cutting, worm-killing, bliftering, gliſtering 

_ Lint. Bleſs me, Sir Jacob, 1 did not think to 

Sir Fac. What, ſirrah, do you inſult me in my of- 
fice. Here, Roger, out with him Turn him out. 
Lint. Sir, as J hope to be 

Sir Fac. Away with him. You ſcoundrel, if my 
clerk was within, I'd ſend you this inſtant to Bride- 


well. Things are come to a pretty paſs, indeed, if 


after all my reading in Wood and Nelſon and Burn; 


if after twenty years attendance at turnpike- meetings, 
ſeſſions, petty and quarter ; if after ſettling of rates, 


licenſing ale houſes, and committing of vagrants—But 
all reſpeQs to authority are loſt, and Unus en 


noew-a-days, is no more regarded than a petty conſtable. 


[ Knocking.) Roger, ſee who is at the gate? Why the 

fellow 1s deaf. 9 
Rog. Juſtice Sturgeon, the fiſhmonger from Brent- 
ford. | | 1 
Sir 
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Sir, Fac. God's my life! and Major to the nen 
militia. Uſher him in, Roger. | 

Enter Major Stu rgeon. | 

Sir Fac. J cou'd have wiſh'd you had come a little 
ſooner, Major Sturgeon. 

Mayor, Why, what has been the matter, Sir Jacob ? 

Sir Fac. There has, Major, been here an impudent 
pill-monger, who has dar'd to ſcandalize the whole bo- 
dy of the bench. 

Major. Inſolent companion ! had I been here, I would 
have mittimus'd the raſcal at once. 

Sir Zac. No, no, he wanted the Major more than 
the magiſtrate 3 a few ſmart ſtrokes from your cane 
would have fully anſwer'd the purpoſe.—Well, Major, 
our wars are done; the rattling drum, and ſqueaking 
fife, now wound our ears no more. 

Major. True, Sir Jacob, our corps is diſembodied, 
fo the French may ſleep in ſecurity. . 

Sir Jac. But, Major, was it not rather late in life 
for you to enter upon the profeſſion of arms ? 

Major. A little aukward in the beginning, Sir Jacob : 
The great difficulty they had was, to get me to turn 
out my toes; But uſe, uſe reconciles all them kind of 
things : Why, after my firſt campaign, I no more 
minded the noiſe of the guns than a flea-bite. 

Sir Fac. No! % 

Major. No. There is more made of theſe matters 
than they merit. For the general good indeed, I am 
glad of: the peace; but as to my fingle 8 yet, 

we have had ſome deſperate duty, Sir Jacob. 

Sir Fac. No doubt. 

Major. Oh! ſuch marchings and counter- .marchings £ | 
from Brentford to Elin, from Elin to AQon,. from Ac- . if 
ton th Uxbridge: The duſt flying, ſun ſcorching, men If 
ſweating——Why, there was our laſt expedition to 
Hounſlow, that day's work carried off Major Moloſ- 
ſus. Bunhil-fields never ſaw a braver commander. He 
was an irreparable loſs to the ſervice. | 

Sir Jac. How came that about? h 

A 1 it was R the Major's own ok ; 
18 4 ad- 
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adviſed him to pull off his ſpurs before he went upon 
action; but he was reſolute, and would not be rul'd. 

Sir Fac, Spirit; zeal for the ſervice. 

Major. Doubtleſs—But to proceed: In order to get 

our men in good ſpirits, we were quarter'd at Tbiſtle- 
worth the evening before z at day- break, our regiment 
form'd at Hounſlow town's end, as it might be about 
here. The Major made a fine diſpoſition: On we 
marched, the men all in high ſpirits, to attack the 
gibbet Where Gardel is hanging; but turning down a 
narrow lane to the left, as it might be about there, in 
order to poſſeſs a pig's- ſtye, that we might take the gal- 
lows in flank, and at all events, ſecure a retreat; who 
ſhould come by but a drove of fat oxen for Smith- 
field. The drums beat in the front, the dogs bark'd in 
the rear, the oxen ſet up a gallop; on they came 
thundering upon us; broke through our ranks in an in- 
ſtant, and threw the whole corps in confuſion. a e 

Sir Fac. Terrible! f 34 1 

Major. The Major's horfe took to his ks away he 
ſcour'd over the heath. That gallant commander 
ſtuck both his ſpurs into the flank, and for ſome time 
held by his mane ; but in croſſing a ditch, the horſe 
threw up his head, gave the Major a dowſe in the 
_ Chaps, and plump'd him into, a PR ma *. 1 
pow der- mills. 

Sir Fac. Dreadful! | 
Major. Whether from the fall or dhe Fright; the 
Mejor mov'd off in a month Indeed it was an un- 
fortunate day for us all. Naehe ban 

Sir Jac. As how ? 

Major. Why, as Captain Cucumber, Livitancot Pat- 
typan, Enſign Tripe, and myſelf, were returning to 
town in the Turnham-Green ſtage, we were ſtopp'd 
near the Hammerſmith eren e and e and 
ſtripp'd by a footpad. 7 oof. go 

ir Jac. An e day: indeed. Mea 1 

Major. But in ſome meaſure to make n me r 
got the Major's commiſſion. 1. a 

Sir Jac. You did ? 


— O yes. I was the « Aly one of the corps that 


could 
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could ride; otherwiſe, we always ſucceeded of courſe: 
No jumping over heads; no underhand work among 
us; all men of honour ; and I muſt do the regiment 
the juſtice to ſay, there never was a ſet of mare amia- 
able officers. 

Sir Jac. Quiet and peaceable. 

Major, As lambs, vir Jacob, (excepting.one boxing. 
bout at the Three Compaſſes in Acton, between Cap- 
tain Sheers ahd the Colonel, concerning a game at 
All-fours) I don't remember a ſingle diſpute, 

Sir Jac. Why, that was mere mutiny 3 the Captain 
ought to have been broke. 

Major. He was; for the Colonel not only took 
away his cockade, but his cuſtom ; and I don't think 
poor Captain Sheers has done a ſtitch for him fince. 

, Sir Fac, But you ſoon ſupplied the loſs of Moloſ- 
us? | 

Major. In part only ; no, Sir Jacob, he had great 
experience; he was train d up to arms from his youth: 
At ſixteen he trail'd a pike in the Artillery-ground x > at 
eighteen got a company in the Smithfield pioneers z 
and by the time he, was twenty, was wade aid-de- 
camp to Sir Jeffery Grub, Knight, Alderman, and; 

Colonel of the Yellow. 3 
Sir Jac. A rapid riſe! 

Major. Ves, he had a genius for war; 3 but what T 

wanted in practice, I made up by doubling my dili- 
gence. Our porter at home had been a ſerjeant of 
marines ;- ſo after ſhop was ſhut, up at night, he us'd 
to teach me my exerciſe; and he had not to deal with 
a dunce, Sir Jacob. | 

Sir Fac. Your progreſs was great. 

Major. Amazing. In a week I could ſhoulder, and 
reſt, and poize, and turn to. the right, and wheel to- 
the left ; z and in leſs than a month, nts fire without 
winking or blinking. 

Sir Fac, A perfect Hannibal! | 

Major. Ah, and then I learnt to form lines, and 
hollows, and Fquares, and evolutions, and revolutions ;, 
let me tell you, Sir Jacob, it was lucky that Man 


* 


have not the appearance, the air, the freedom, the 


. 
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kept his myrmidons at home, or we ſhould have pep- 
per'd his flat - bottom'd boats. | 
dir Fac, Ay, marry, he had a marvellous eſcape. 

M. jor. We would a taught him what a Briton can 

do whois fighting pro arwis and focus. 

Sir Jac. Pray now, Major, which do you look upon 
as the beſt diſciplin'd troops, the London regiments, 
or the Middleſex militia ? I. 

Major. Why, Sir Jacob, it does not become me to 
ſay; but lack a-day, they have never ſeen any ſer- 
vice=Holiday ſoldiers; why, I don't believe, unleſs 
indeed upon a Jord mayor s day, and that mere mat- 


ter of accident, that they were ever wet to the ſkin in 


their lives. | 
Sir Fac Indeed! © 
Major. No! ſoldiers for ſun-ſhine, Cockneys ; they 


Jenny ſequi that—Oh, could you but ſee me falute : 
ou have never a ſpontoon in the houſe? 
Sir Fac. No ; but we could get you a ſhove pike. 
' 1ajor. No matter. Well, Sir Jacob, and how 
are your fair daughters, ſweet Mrs. Sneak, and the 
lovely Mrs. Bruin, is ſhe as lively and as brilliant as 
ever ? . | 
Sir Fac. Oh, oh, now the murder is out; this viſit 
was intended for them ; come, own now, Major, did 
not you expect to meet with them here? You officers 
are men of ſuch gallantry! 3; | 
Major. Why, we do tickle up the ladies, Sir Jacob; 
there is no reſiſting a red coat. 
Sir Jac True, true, Major. 1 
Major. But that is now all over with me. Fare- 


« wel to the plumed ſteeds and neighing troops,” as 


the black man ſays in the play; like the Roman cen- 


ſurer, I ſhall retire to my ſavine field, and there culti- 


| Yate cabbages. 1 
Sir Jac. Under the ſhade of your laurels. 

Major. True, I have done with the Major, and now 

return to the magiſtrate, Cedunt Arma Togge. 

Sir Jae. Still in the ſervice of your country. 

5 ö 1 Major. 
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Major. True; man was not made for himſelf; 


and ſo, thinking that this would prove a buſy day in 


the juſticing way, I am _ Sir Jacob, to lend you 
a hand. 


Sir Fac. Done like a oolghbonr.” 

Major. I have brought, as I ſuppoſe moſt of our 
buſineſs will be in the battery way, ſome warrants 
and mittimuſes ready filled up, with all but the names 
of the parties, in order to fave time, 

Sir Jac. A provident magiſtrate. 

Major. Pray, how ſhall we manage as to the article 
of ſwearing; for 1 reckon we ſhall have oaths as 
plenty as hops. 

Sir Jac, Why with regard to that branch of our 
buſineſs, to-day, I believe, the law muſt be ſuffered. 
to ſeep. 


Major. 1 ſhould think we might pick up ſomething 
that's pretty that way. 

Sir Jac. No, poor raſcals, they would not be able 
to pay; and as to the ſtocks, we ſhould never find 
room for their legs 

Major. Pray, Sir Jacob, is Matthew Marrow-bone 
the butcher of your town, living or dead.. 

Sir Fac. Living. 

Major. And ſwears as much as he uſed? 

Sir Jac. An alter'd man, Major; not an oath comes 
out of his mouth, 

Major. You ſurprize me; why, whim he frequent- 
ed our town of a market-day, he has taken out a 
| guinea in oaths—and quite chang'd ? 

Sir Jac. Entirely; they ſay his wife has made him 
a Methodiſt, and that he preaches at Kennington- 
Common. 

Major. What a deal of miſchief thoſe raſcals do 
- the coutry-——Why then we have intirely loſt 

m? 

Sir Jac. In that way; but 1 got a brace of bind- 
125 rom yy laſt week ka Wer ah bet baſtards. 

ajor. Well done, maſter Matthew—hut pray now, 
r Jacob — _ '{ Mob without, hw? 

Si Jac What' s the matter now, Roger? * 

er 
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Enter Ro ger. 


| Rog. The electors deſire to know, if your worſhip, 
has any body to recommend. 

Sir Jac. By no means; let chem be free in their 
choice: I ſhan't interfere. 

Rog. And if your worſhip has 255 objection to Crit 
pin Heel T ap, the Cobler's being returning officer ? 

Sir Jac. None, provided the raſcal can keep himſelf, 
ſober : Is he there f | 

Rog. Yes, Sir Jacob: Make way there; * far- 
ther off from the gate: Here is Madam l in a) 
Chair, along with her huſband. 

| Major. Gad's fo, you will permit me to er 
her in? Exit Major. 

Sir Fac. Now here is one of the evils of war. 
This Sturgeon was as pains-takirg a Billingſ. gate-broker, 
as any in the bills of mortality. But the fiſhns got; 
out of his element ; the ſoldier bas: quite « demoliſhed 


the Citizen. . 
Enter Mrs. Sneak, handed by the Maj TRY | 


Mrs. Sneak. Dear Major, 1 demand a million of par- 
dons. I have given you a profuſion, of trouble; 
but my huſband 1s ſuch a gooſe cap, that I can't get 
no good out of him at home or abroad Jerry, Jerry 
Sneak—Your bleſſing, Sir Jacob. ; 

Sir Jac. Daughter, you are welcome to Gamen. 

Mrs. Sneak. Why, Jerry Sneak, I ſay. . 


Enter Sneak evith 4 Band- box, 4 ' hoop 3 under 
F his arm, and cardinal, 2 $ Se "4 Ge. 


Sneak. He, lovy. 

Mrs. Sneak. Here, looby; there, lay theſe things 
in the hall; and then go and look after the horſe : 
Are you ſure you have 1 all the things out of the. 
chaiſe ? INT 1 n 

Sneak. Ves, chuck. 0 

Mrs. Sneak. Then give! me my = 19 

[Ferry drops the things in ſearching. bis pecket "her 


e Mrs Sneak. 
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Mrs. Sneak. Did ever mortal ſee ſuch a—1 declare, | 


I am quite atham'd to be ſeen with him abroad: Go, 
get you gone out of iy fight. 

Sneak... 1 go, lovy : Good day to my father-in-law. 

Sir Fac. | am glad to ſee you, ſon Sneak: But 
where is your brother Bruin and his wife? 

Sneak. He will be here anon, father, Sir Jacob; 
he did but juſt ſtep into the. Alley to gather how 
tickets were ſold. [ Exit Sneak. 

Sir Jac. Very well, ſon Sneak. 

Mrs. Sneak. Son! yes, and a pretty ſon you have 
provided... 

Sir Jac. I heaps all for the beſt : Why, what ter- 
rible work there would have been, had you mar- 
reid ſuch a one as your ſiſter; one houſe could ne- 
ver have contained you—Now, I thought this meek 
mater 

Mrs Sneak. Meek! a muſhroom a milk-ſop ! | 

Sir Fac. Lookye, Molly, I have married you to 
a man: Take care you don't make him a monſter. 


[Exit Sir Jac. - 


Mrs. Sneak. Monſter ! Why, Major, the fellow has 


no more heart than a mouſe; Had my kind ſtars in- 
deed, allotted me a military man, I ſhould, doubtleſs, 


have deported myſelf, in a beſeemingly manner. 

Major Unqueſtionably, madam. 

Mrs. Sneak. Nor would the Major have found, had 
it been my fortune to mtermarry with him, that Molly 
Jollup would have diſhonoured his cloth. 

Major. I ſhould: have been too happy. | 

Mrs. Sneak, Indeed, Sir, I. reverence the army; ; 
they are all ſo brave; fo polite; ſo every thing a 
woman can wi | 

Major. Oh! eee ; 

Mrs. Sneak. So elegant; fo genteel ; ſo obliging : 
and then the rank; by. e would dare to alen 
the wife of a Major? 

Major. No man with i impunity 3 that I take the free- 
dom to ſay, madam. 

Mrs. Sneak. I know it, good fr: Oh! am no ſtran- 
. to what I have miſs d. 
2th | Major. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


—— — 
— 


_— — — — 


— 
—— — 
— b ˙¹mu¹ꝛ ⁰ʃͥàmß . 


— ⁰ mo > rt I ne 
„ 


—— EE ? 
— — hs.ro — — — 


278 T HE MAT OR 


Major. Oh, madam I— Let me die, but ſhe has in- 
finite merit. LAſide. 
Mrs. Sneal. Then to be join'd to a ſneaking, flo- 
| venly cit ; a paltry, prying, pitiful pin-maker, 
Major. Melancholy. 
Mrs. Sneak. To be joſtled and cram'd with the 
| croud : No reſpect, no place, no precedence; to be 
choakd with the ſmoak of the city: No country 
jaunts, but to Iſlington ; No balls, but at Pewterer's 
hall. 
Major Intolerable. 
| Mrs. Sneak. I ſee, fir, you have proper ſenſe of 
my ſufferings. 
Major, And would ſhed my beſt blood to relieve 
them, 
Mrs. Sneak. Gallant gentleman! 
Major. The brave muſt favour the fair. 
Mrs. Sneak, Intrepid Major ! b 
Major. Divine Mrs. Sneak |! | 
Mrs. Sneak. Obliging commander! 
Major. Might I be permitted the honour— 
Mrs. Sneak, Sir —— 
Major. Juſt to raviſh a kiſs from your hand. 
Mrs. Sneak. You have a right to all we can grant. 
Major. Courteous, condeicending, complying— 
Hum-ha! 


Enter Sneak. 1 _ 


Sneak. Chuck, my brother and ſiſter Bruin are juſt 
turning the corner; the Clapham ſtage was quite full, 
and ſo they came by water. | 


Mrs. Sneak. I with they had all beok ſoug'd in the 


Thames—A prying, ah yer puppy ! 
Major. Next time, ill clap! A . to ſecure 
the door. 
Mrs. Sneak. Major Sturgeon, permit me to withdraw 
for a moment; my drefs demands a little repair. 

Major. Your Ladyſhip's moſt entirely devoted. 
Mrs. Sneak Lacyihip! he is the 125 Boge and 
Belleifle of the army! 
Sneak. Shall I wait ppon you, dove 7 N Mes 
Is 
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Mrs. Sneak. No, dolt ; what; would you leave 

the Major alone; is that your manners, you mon- 
7. - 

; Major. Oh, madam, I can be never alone ; your 

ſweet idea will be my conſtant companion, 

Mrs. *neak. Mark that: I am ſorry, Sir, I am obli- 
gated to leave you · 

Major. Madam 

Mrs. Sneak. Eſpecially with ſuch a wretched com- 
panion. 

Major Oh madam— 

Mrs Sneak. But as ſoon as my drefs is reſtor'd, I 
ſhall fly to relieve your diſtreſs. 

Major. For that moment I ſhall wait with the 
greateſt impatience. 

Mrs. Sneak, Courteous commander! 

Major. Barragon of Women! 

Mrs. Sneak. Adieu! 

Major. Adieu! [Exit Mrs. Sneak. 
| rr Notwithſtanding, Sir, all my chicken has 
ſaid, I am ſpecial company when ſhe is not by. 

Major. | doubt it not, mafter Sneak. 

Sneak If you would but come on "Thurſday night 
to our club, at the Nagg's-Head in the Poultry, 
you would meet ſome roaring, rare boys, i'faith: 
There's Jemmy Perkins, the Packer ; little Tom Sim- 
kins, the grocer z honeſt Maſter ene, the mid- 
wife 

Major. A goodly company. 

Sneak. Ay, and then ſometimes we have the choice 
Spirits from Comus's Court, and we crack jokes, and 
are ſo jolly and funny: I have learnt myſelf to ſing 
«© An old woman cloathed in grey” But I] durſt 
not out loud, becauſe my wife would overhear me; 
and ſhe ſays, as how, I bawl worſe than the broom 
man. 


by Major. And you muſt not think of diſobliging your 
dy. 
Sneak. I never does: 1 never contradicts her, not I. 


Major. That's right: ſhe is a woman of infinite 
merit. | 


Sneak. 
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Sneak, O, a power: And don't you think ſhe is 
very pretty withal ? 

Major A Venus! 

Sneak. Yes, werry like Wenus—— Mayhap, you 
have known her ſome time? 

Major. Long. 

— Belike, before ſhe was married ? 

Major, I did, Maſter Sneak. | 

Sneak, Ay, when ſhe was a wirgin. I thought you 
was an old acquaintance, by your kiſſing her hand; 
for we ben't quite ſo familiar as that But then, 
indeed, we han't been married a year, 

/ ajor. The mere honey-moon. 


Sneak, Ay, ay, I ſuppoſe we ſhall come to it by de 


Zrees. 
Bruin [within] Come along, Jane; why, you are 
as purſy and lazy, you jade 


Enter Bruin, and Wife; Bruin with a cotton-cap on ; 
bis Wife with his wig, great-coat, and fiſping-rad. 


Bruin. Come, Jane, give me my wig; you flut, 
how you have touſled the curls! Maſter Sneak, a 
good morning to you : Sir, I am your humble ſervant, 
unknown. 


Enter Ro ger 


Reg. Mrs. Sneak begs to ſpeak with the Major. 

Major. J will wait on the lady immediately. 

Sneak. Don't tarry an inftant ; you can't think how 
impatient = [F.xit Major, 

Sneak, A good morrow to you, brother Bruin ; you 
haye had a warm walk croſs the fields. 

Mrs. Bruin. Good lord, J am all in a muc ——— 

Bruin. And who may you thank for it, huſſy ? If 
you had got up time enough, you might have ſecur'd 
the ſtage; but you are a lazy lie-a-bed, 

Mrs. Bruin. There's Mr. Sneak keeps my ſiſter A 
chay. 

Bruin And ſo he may; but I know better what to 
do with my money: Indeed, if the war had but con- 
tinued a while, I don't know what mought ha been 

done ; 
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done ; but this plaguy peace, with a pox to't, has 
knock'd up all the trade of the Alley. 

Mrs. Bruin. For the matter of that, we-can afford 
it well enough as it is. 

Bruin, And how do you know that ? Who told you 
as much, Mrs. Mixen: I hope I know the world bet- 
ter than to truſt my concerns with a wife: No, no, 
thank you for that, Mrs. Jane. 

Mrs. Bruin. And pray who is more fitterer to be 
. truſted 2. ? 

Bruin, Hey- day! Why the weak is ; IEP 
come, come, let's have none of your palaver here 
Take twelve-pence and pay the waterman—— But 
firſt ſee, if he has broke none of the pipes—And d'ye 
hear, Jane, beſure you lay the fiſhing-rod ſafe. 

[Exit Mrs. Bruin. 

Sneak, Ods me, how finely ſhe's —_ } what 
would I give to have my wife as much under! 

Bruin. It is all your own fault, brother Sneak. 

Sneak, D'ye think ſo; ſhe is a ſweet pretty creature. 

Bruin. A vixen. 

Sneak Why to ſay the truth, ſhe does now and 
then heQor a little; and, deten ourſelves, domi- 
neers like the devil: O Lord, I lead the life of a dog: 
Why. ſhe allows n me but two ſhillings a "ow for my 
pooketo nut E534 45 | FOO, 

Bruin, No | | 

Sneah. No, man; *tis ſhe that receives and pays all: 
And then I am forced to trot after her to church, with 
her cardinal, pattens, and prayer book, for all the 
world as if I was ſtill a 'prentice. 

Bruin, Zounds! I would ſouſe them all in the ken- 
nel. | 

bei. 1 durſt not—And then at table, I never 
E J loves. 

Bruin The devil! 

' Sneak, No; the always Ws me e berſelf to he tough 
drumſticks of turkeys, and the damn'd fat flaps of 
ſhoulders. of--mutton ; I don't think I have eat a bit 
of under cruſt ſince we have been married: You ſee, 
brother Bruin, I am almoſt as thin as a lath. 
E JE. | Bruin, 
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Bruin. An abſolute ſkeleton! 
Sneak, Now, if you think 1 could. carry my point, I 


would ſo ſwinge and leather my lambkin: God, [ 
would ſo curry and claw her. 


Bruin. By the Lord Harry, ſhe richly deſerves it. 


Sneak, Will you, Brother, lend me a lift? 

Bruin. Command me at all times. 

Sneak, Why then, I will verily pluck up a e 
and the firſt time ſhe offers to 

Mrs. Sneak. [within] Jerry, Jerry Sneak! 

Sneak, God's my life, ſure as a gun that's her voice: 
Lookye, brother, 1 don't chuſe to breed a diſturbance 
in another body O houſe ; but as ſoon as ever I gets 
home 3 

Bruin. Now is your time. 

Sneak, No, no; it would not be decent. 

Mrs. Sneak. [within] Jerry !. Jerry! 

Sneak. I come, 1 But you will be ſure to ſtand 
by me? 

Bruin, Trot, n nincompoop- 

Sneak, Well, if I don't—lI with— 

Mrs. Sneak, [within.] Where is this lazy puppy, a 
loitering ? 

Sneak, I come, chuck, as faſt as I can Good 
Lord, what a ſad life do [ lead. I [Exit Sneak. 

Bruin. Ex quo vis ligno Who can make a filk 
purſe of a ſow's ear ? greg 


Enter Sir Jia 


Sir Jac, Come, ſon Bruin, we are all ſeated at ta- 
ble, man; we have but juſt time for a ſnack : The 
candidates are near upon coming. 

Bruin, A poor, paltry, mean ſpirited— Damn it, 
before I would ſubmit to ſuch a — 

Sir Fac. Come, come, man; don't be ſo cruſty. 

Bruin. I follow, Sir Jacob: Damme, when once a 
man gives up his prerogative, he might as well give 
up— But, however, it is no bread and butter of 


mine — Jerry, Jerry, Zounds, 1 would Jerry and 
285 ber too. | Exit. 
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Sir Jacob; Major Sturgeon ; Mr. and Mrs. Bruin; 
Mr. and Mrs. Sneak diſcovered. 


Mrs. Sneak. 


Ndeed, Major, not a grain of curioſity ; can it be 
thought, that we, who have a Lord-mayor's ſhow 
every year, can take any pleaſure in this ? 

Major. In time of war, madam, theſe meetings are 
not amiſs every year ; | fancy a man might pick up a 
good many recruits : but in theſe piping times 
of peace, I wonder Sir Jacob permits it. : 

Sir Fac. It would, Major, coſt me my popularity 
to quaſh it: The common people are as fond of their 
cuſtoms, as the barons were of their Magna Charta: 
. Beſides, my tenants make ſome little advantage. 


Enter Roger. 


Rog. Criſpin Heel-tap, with the eleQors, are ſet 
out from the Adam and Eve. 

Sir Fac. God ſo, then they will ſoon be upon us: 
Come, good folks, the balcony will give us the beſt 
view of the whole. Major, you will take the ladies 
under protection. | 

Major. Sir Jacob, I am upon guard. 

Sir Jac. I can tell you, this Heel tap is an aich 
raſcal. | 

Sneak. And plays the beſt game at cnbbage in the 
whole corporation of Garret. 

Mrs. Sneak, That puppy will always be a-chattering. 

Sneak. Nay, I did but | 

Mrs. Sneak, Hold your tongue, or Fll ſend you 
home in an inftant —— _ | | 

Sir Jac. Pr'ythee, daughter: You may, to-day, 
Major, meet with ſomething that will put you in mind 
of more important tranſaQions. 

Major. Perhaps ſo. 

„„ 
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Sir Jac. Lack-a-day, all men are alike ; their prin- 


ciples exactly the ſame: for tho? art and education may 


diſguiſe or poliſh the manner, the ſame motives and 
fprings are univerſally planted. 

Major. Indeed! 

Sir Jac. Why, in this mob, this group of plebei— 
ans, you will meet with materials to make a Sylla, a 
Cicero, a Solon, or a Cæſar: Let them but change 
conditions, and the world's great lord had been but the 
beſt wreſtler on the green. | 

Major. Ay, ay, 1 could have told theſe things for- 


merly; but fince IJ have been in the army, I have en- 


tirely neglected the claſſes. [Mob without buzza, 
Sir Fac. But the heroes are at hand, Major. 

Sneak Father, Sir Jacob: Might not we have a 

tankard of ſtingo above ? 
Sir Jac. By all means. 
Sneak, D'ye hear, Roger? [Exit into the balcony. 


SCENE, A SrREE Tr. 


Enter Mob, with Heel-tap at their bead; ſome crying 
a Gooſe ; others a Mug; others a Frimmer. 


Heel tap. Silence, there; filence. 
1/7 Mob. Hear, neighbour Heel-Tap. 
24, Mob. Ay, ay, hear Criſpin. _ 3 
3d. Mob. Ay, ay, hear him, hear Criſpin: He will 
put us into the model of the thing at once. 
Heel-Tap. Why then, ſilence, I ſay. 
All. Silence. | „ 
Heel-Tap. Silence, and let us proceed, neighbours, 
with all the decency and confuſion uſual upon theſe 
occaſions. | 5 7 | 
1/. Mob. Ay, ay, there is no doing without that. 
All. No, no, no. 1 
H-el-Tap. Silence, then, and keep the peace; what 
is there no reſpe& paid to authority? Am not I the 
returning officer? | | FE. 
All. Ay, ay, ay. 1 4 wes oh: 
Heel-Tap. Choſen by yourſelves, and approy'd of 
by Sir Jacob. 7 | 
All. True, true. Heel 
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Heel. Tap. Well, then, be filent and civil: Stand 
back there, that gentleman without a ſhirt, and make 
room for your betters: Where's Simon Snuffle the. 
ſexton? | | 

Snufſe, Here. 88 

Heel-Tap. Let him come forward; we appoint him 
our ſecretary : For Simon is a ſcollard, and can read 
written hand; and ſo let him be reſpected accordingly. 

34. Mob, Room, for maſter Snuffle. 

Heel-Tap. Here, ftand by me: and let us, neigh- 


bours, proceed to open the premunire of the thing: 


But firſt, your reverence to the lord of the manor ; a 
long life and a merry one to our landlord, Sir Jacob; 


 huzza'! 


Mob. Huzza! : 
Sneak. How fares it, honeſt Criſpin ? 
Heel. Tap. Servant, maſter Sneak: Let us now open 


the premunire of the thing, which, I ſhall do briefly, 
with all the loquacity poſlible ; that is, in a medium 


way; which, that we may the better do it, let the 
ſ.cretary read the names of the candidates, and what 
they ſay for themſelves; and then we ſhall know 
what to fay of them; maſter Snuffle, begin. 

Snuffle, ** To the worthy inhabitants of the antient 
corporation of Garret: Gentlemen, your votes and 
« intereſt are humbly requeſted in favour of Timothy 
© Gooſe, to ſucceed your late worthy mayor, Mr. 
** Richard Dripping, in the ſaid office, he being“ 

Heel-Tap. This Gooſe is but a kind of Goſling, a 
ſort of ſneaking ſcoundrel, who is he? | 

Snuffle. A journeyman taylor, from Putney. 

Heel-Tap. A journeyman taylor! A raſcal, has he 
the impudence to tranſpire to be mayor ? D'ye con- 
ſider, neighbours, the weight of this office? Why, it 
is a burthen for the back of a porter; and can you 
think that this croſs-leg'd cabbage-eating ſon of a cu- 
cumber, this whey-fac'd ninny, who 1s but the ninth 
part of a man, has ſtrength to ſupport it? 

iff. Mob. No Gooſe ! no Goole ! 

2d. Mob. A Gooſe! 7 | 

Heel-Tap. Hold your hifling, and proceed to the 
next, | oͤnuffle. 
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Snuffie. Your votes are defired for Matthew Mug. 

I/. Mob. A Mug! A Mug! 

Heel-Tap. Oh, oh, what, you are all ready to have 
a touch of the tankard : But fair and ſoft, good 
neighbours, let us taſte this maſter Mug, before we 
ſwallow him; and unleſs I am miſtaken, you will find 
him a damn'd bitter draught. 

1/7. Mob. A Mug! A Mug! 

2d. Mob. Hear him; hear maſter Heel-Tap ! 
1/7, Mob. A Mug! A Mug 
Hel- Tap. Harkye, you fellow, with your mouth 
full of Mug, let me aſk you a queſtion : Bring him 
forward; pray, is not this Matthew Mug a viQuualler ? 

3d. Mob, I believe he may. | 

Heel-Tap. And lives at the ſign of the Adam and Eve? 

34. Mob, I believe he may. | | 

Heel-Tap. Now anſwer upon your honour, and as 
you are a gentleman, what is the preſent' price of a 

quart of home-brew'd at the Adam and Eve ? 

34. Mob. I don't know. E 

Heel-Tap. You lie, firrah : An't it a groat ? 
34d. Mob. I believe it may. | 

Heel-Tap. Oh, may it ſo ! Now, neighbours, here's 
a pretty raſcal ; this ſame Mug, becauſe, d'ye ſee, 
ſtate- affairs would not jog glibly without laying a 
farthing a quart upon ale; this ſcoundrel, not con- 
tented to take things in a medium way, has had the 
impudence to raiſe it a penny, | 

Mob. No Mug, no Mug. 

Heel-Tap. So, I thought I ſhould crack Mr, Mug. 
Come, proceed to the next, Simon. | 
Snulfie. The next upon the liſt is Peter Primmer, the 
ſchool-maſter, - N 

Heel- Tap. Ay, neighbours, and a ſufficient man let 
me tell you, maſter Primmer is the man for my mo- 
ney ; a man of Jearning ; that can lay down the law; 
why, adzooks, he is wiſe enough to puzzle the par- 
ſon : And then, how-you have heard him oration at 
the Adam and Eve of a Saturday-night, about Ruſſia 
and Pruſſia : Ecod, George Gage the exciſeman, is 
nothing at all to un, = 


4th. 
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45. Mob. A Primmer. 
Heel- Tap. Ay, if the folks above did but know him 3 
why, lads, he will make us all ſtateſmen i in time. 


* ad. Mob. Indeed 

M Heel-Tap Why, he ſwears, as how all the miſcar- 

d riages are owing to the great people's net learning td 
read. 


34. Mob. Indeed! 


Heel Tap. For, ſays Peter, ſays he, if they would 
but once ſubmit to be learned by me, there is no know- 


th ing to what a pitch the nation might riſe. 

M 1f. Mob. Ay, I wiſh they would. | 

rd Sneak. Criſpin, what 1s Peter Primmer a candidate ? 
| Heel-Tap. He is, maſter Sneak. 

e) Sneak, Lord, I know him, mun, as well as iny mo- 


ther: Why, 1 uſed to go to his lectures to Pewterer's- 

1 hall long with deputy Ferkin. 
72 Heel Tap. Like enough. 
Sneak. Ods me, brother Bruin, can you tell what is 
become of my vife ? 

Bruin. She is gone off with the Major. 

Sneak, Mayhap, to take a walk in the garden ; I will 
go and take a peep at what they are doing. 


[Exit Sneak, 
Mob without huzza ! 
Heel-Tap. Gadſo! the candidates are coming. Come, 
_ neighbours, range yourſelves to the right and left, that 


e may be canvaſs'd in order: Let us ſee who comes 
firit? 


1f Mob. Maſter Mug. 

Heel-Tap. Now, neighbours, have a good caution 
that this Maſter Mug does not cajole you 3 he wa 
damn'd palavering fellow. | 


Enter Mathew Mug. 


by 
<8 ing. ee I am the loweſt of your ſlaves : | 
8 Mr, Bak T'ap, L have the honour of kiſſing your hand. 

- Heel Jap. There, did not I tell you? 


ws fl Ab, my very good: friend, I hope your-father | 

is | 
. Mob. He is dead. | 

Mug, 


"MM UTHE MAT OR. 


Mug. So he is. Mr. Grub, if my gs: yen, 
your very good wife is in health. h | 
24, Mob. Wife! I never was arri 


Mug. No more you were. Well, . and 


friends Ah! what honeſt Dick Bennet ? 

34. Mob. My name is Gregory Gubbins. 

Mug. You are right, it is ſo ; and how fares it with 
good Maſter Gubbins ? 

34. Mob. Pretty tight, Maſter Mug. 

Mug. I am exceedingly happy to hear it. 

4th. Mob. Hark'ye, Maſter Mug. | 

Mug. Your pleaſure, my very dear friend q. 

4th. Mob, Why as how, and concerning our young 
one at home. 

Mug. Right, the is a prodigious promiſing girl. 

4 Mob, Gurl ! Zooks, why, tis a boy. 

Fa True, a fine boy ; I love and Jamar the 

child 

4th Mob. Nay, tis none ſuch a . child; but you 
promis d to get un a place. | | 

Mug. A place | what place? _ 

4th Mob. Why, a gentleman' 5 ſervice, you know, 

Mag. It is done; it is fix'd ; it is ſettled. 

4th. Mob. And when is the lad to take on ? 

Mug. He muſt go in a fortnight at fartheſt. 

41h. Mob. And 1 is it a pretty Om birth, maſter 


: Mug? 


Mug. The beſt in the world ; head-butler to lac 
Barbara Bounce. 

4th. Mob. A lady! 

Mug, The wages, are not much, but the vails are 
amazing. | 

1 Mob. Barbara 3 77 | 

g. Ves; ſhe has routs on Tieſdays and 1 

= pot gathers the tables ; z only he finds candles, 


cards, coffee and te. 


4th. Mob. Is lady Barbara's =S<y pretty right ? 
Mug. As good as a fine-cure ;.he only write; cards 
to her company, and dreſſes his miſtreſs's hair. _— 
4th Mob. Hair! Zounds, wAF * was bred to 
CE of horſes. 
Mug. 
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Mug. True, but he is ſuffered to do that by deputy. 

4th. Mob, May be ſo. ; 

Mug. It is ſo. Hark ye, dear Heel-Tap, who is 
this fellow ? I ſhould remember his face. 

Heel-Tap. And don't you ? 

Mug. Not I, I profeſs. 

Heel-Tap. No! 

Mug. No. HD 

Heel-Tap. Well ſaid, Maſter Mug; but come, time 
_— Have you any thing mote to ſay to the corpora- 
tion? | 

Mug. Gentlemen of the corporation of Garret. 

Heel-Tap. Now, twig him ; now, mind him : mark 
how he hawls his muſcles abour. 

Mug. The honour 1 this day ſollicit, will be to me 
the moſt honourable honour that can be conferr'd ; and, 
ſhou'd I ſucceed, you gentlemen, may depend on my 


uſing my utmoſt endeavours to promote the good of the 
| borough ; for which purpoſe, the encouragement of your 


trade and manufactories will moſt principally tend. Gar- 
ret, it muſt be own'd, is an inland town, and has not, 
like Wandſworth and Fulham, and Putney, the glo- 
rious advantages of a port; but what nature has de- 
nied, induſtry may ſupply : Cabbage, carrots and col · 
ly- flowers, may be ar preſent deem'd your ſtaple com- 
modities, but why ſhould not your commerce be ex- 
tended? Were I, gentlemen, worthy to adviſe, I 
would recommend the opening a new branch of trade; 
ſparagraſs, gentlemen, the manufacture of ſparagraſs : 
Batterſea, I own, gentlemen, bears at preſent the 
belle: But where lies the fault ? in ourſelves, gentle- 
men. Let us, gentlemen, but exert our natural 
ſtrength, and I will take upon me to ſay, that a hun- 
dred of graſs from the corporation of Garret, will in 
a ſhort time, at the London market, be held, at leaſt, 
as an equiyalent to a Batterſea bundle. 
Mob. A Mug! a Mug! 


Heel-Tap. Damn the fellow, what a tongue he has! 
Go, I muſt ſtep in, or he will carry the day. Harkee, 
Maſter Mug? | 5 EY 

Mug. Your pleaſure, my very good friend ? 

Vor. I. O Heel- 
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Heel-Tap. No flummering me: 1 tell thee, Matthew, 
*twont do: Why, as to this article of ale here, how 
comes it about, that you have rais'd it a penny a quart? 


Mug. A word in your ear, Criſpin ; you and your 


friends ſhall have it at three-pence. 
| Heel-Tap, What, ſirrah, d'ye offer a bribe! D'ye 
dare to corrupt me, you ſcoundrel ! 
Mug. Gentlemen 
Heel-Tap. Here, neighbours ; the fellow has offer'd 
to bate a penny a quart, if ſo be as how I-would be 
conſenting to impoſe upon you. 
Mob. No Mug! no Mug! 
Mug. Neighbours, friends 
Mob. No Mug! 23 
Mug. I believe this is the very firſt borough that ever 
was loſt, by the returning-officer's refuſing a bribe. 
| 7 [Exit Mug, 
24 Mob. Let us go and pull down his ſign. * 
Heel- Tap. Hold, hold, no riot: But that we may 
not give Mug time to pervert the votes and carry the 
day, let us proceed to the election. 
Mob. Agreed | agreed! [Exit Heel-Tap and Mob. 


Sir Jacob, Bruin, and Wife, come from the balcony. 


Sir Fac. Well, ſon Bruin, and how d'ye reliſh the 

Corporation of Garret? = 
Bruin. Why, look ye, Sir Jacob ; my way 1s always 

to ſpeak what I think: 1 don't approve on't at all. 
Mrs. Bruin. No! | 
Sir Fac. And what's your objection? 

Bruin. Why, I was never over-fond of your may- 
games? beſides, corporations are too ſerious things; 
they are edge-tools, Sir Jacob. 

| Sir Jac. :T hat. they. are frequently tools, I can rea- 
dily grant; but I never heard much of their edge. 


Mrs. Bruin. Well, now, I proteſt, 1 am pleas'd 


-with it mightily. WE 

Bruin. And who the devil doubts it? You women 
folks are eaſily: pleas'd. : : 

Mrs. Bruin. Well, I like it. ſo well, that L hope to 


ſee one every year. f 
e Bruin. 
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Bruin. Do you: Why then you will be damnabl 
bit; you may take your leave J can tell you, for this 
is the laſt you ſhall ſee. 

Sir Fac. Fye, Mr. Bruin, how can you be ſuch a 
bear? is that a manner of treating your wife? 

Bruin. What, I ſuppoſe you would have me ſuch a 
ſniveling ſot as your ſon-in-law Sneak, to truckle and 
cringe, to fetch and to | 

Enter Sneak, in a violent hurry. 

Sneak. Where's brother Bruin? O Lord, brother, I. 
have ſuch a diſmal ſtory to tell you. 

Bruin. What's the matter? 

Sneak. Why, you know I went into the garden to- 
look for my vife and the Major, and then I hunted 
and hunted as ſharp as if it had been for one of my 
own minickens ; but deuce a Major or Madam could I 
ſee: At laſt a thought came into my head to look for 


them up in the ſummer-houſe. 


Bruin. And there you found them? 
Sneak. T'll tell you, the door was lock'd ; and then I 
look'd thro' the key-hole: And, there, Lord a mercy 
upon us: [Whiſpers] as ſure as a gun. 

Bruin, Indeed ! Zounds, why did not you break 
open the door ? 

Sneak. T durſt not: What, would you have me ſet 
my wit to a ſoldier ? I warrant, the Major would have 
knock'd me down with one of his boots ; for I could 


ſee they were both of them off. 


Bruin, Very well! Pretty doings ! you Fly Sir Jar 
cob, theſe are the fruits of indulgence ; you may call 
me bear, but your daughter ſhall never make me a 
beaſt. [Mob buzgas. 

Sir Fac. Hey-day ? What, is the election over al- 


ready ? 
| Enter Criſpin, Ge. 

Eeel-Tap. Where is Maſter Sneak? 

Sneak. Here, Criſpin. | 

Heel-Tap. The ancient Corporation of Garret, in 
conſideration of your great parts and abilities, and out 
of reſpe& to their landlord, Sir Jacob, have unani- 
mou choſen you mayor. 

O 2 | en 
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_ Sneak. Me! huzza! good Lord, who would have 
thought it? But how came maſter Primmer to loſe it? 


Heel-TJap. Why, Phill Fleam had told the eleQors, 
that Maſter Primmer was an Iriſhman ; and ſo they 
would none of them give their vote for a foreigner. 

Sneak. So then I have it for certain: Huzza! 
Now, brother Bruin, you ſhall ſee how I'll manage 
my Madam : Gad, I'll make her know I am a man 
of authority ; ſhe ſhan't think to bullock and domineer 
over me. | 

Bruin. Now for it, Sneak ; the enemy's at hand. 

Sneak, You promiſe to ſtand by me, brother Bruin. 

Bruin. Tooth and nail. | 

9$reak. Then now for it; Iam ready, let her come 
when ſhe will. 

Enter Mrs. Sneak. 

Mrs. Sneak. Where is the puppy ? 

Sneak, Yes, yes, ſhe is axing for me. of Ts 
Mrs. Sneak. So, ſot; what, is this true that I hear? 

Sneak, May be tis, may be tant: I don't chuſe to 
truſt my affairs with a voman: Is that right, brother 
Bruin? 

Bruin. Fine! don't bate her an inch. 

Sneak. Stand by me. 

Mrs. Sncak. Hey-day !' I am amaz'd ! Why, what 
is the meaning of this? Fo 


Sneak, The meaning is plain, that I am grown a 
man, and vill do what I pleaſe, vithout being ac- 
_ countable to no bod. 


Mrs. Seat. Why the fellow is ſurely bewitch'd. 

Sneak, No, 1 am unwitch'd, and that you ſhall 
know to your coſt ; and ſince you provoke me, | 
will tell you a bit of my mind: What, I am the huſ- 
band, I hope ? | 

Bruin. That's right; at her again. 

Sneak, Yes; and you ſhan't think to heQor and 


domineer over me as you have done; for III go to 


the club when J pleaſe, and ſtay out as late as I lift, 
and row in a boat to Putney on Sundays, and wiſit 
my friends at Vitſontide, and keep the key of the till, 


and help myſelf at table to vhat vittles I like, and TIL 
7 Bruin. + 


have à bit of the brown. 


Of N TT 
Pruin. Bravo, brother Sneak; the day's your own. 
Sneak. An't it; vhy, I did not think it vas in me; 

ſhall | tell her all I know ? 

Bruin, Every thing; you ſee ſhe is ſtruck dumb. 

Sneak, As an oyiter: Beſides, madam, I have ſome 
thing ſurder to tell you: Ecod, if ſome folks go into 
gardens with Majors; mayhap other people may go 
into garrets, with maids : There I gave it her home, 
brother Bruin. 

Mrs. Sneak. Why, doodle ; Jjackanapes 3 ; harkee, 

who am I? 

Sneak. Come, don't go to call names; am II vhy 
my vife, and lam your maſter. 

Mrs. Sneak. My maſter ! you paltry, pudling pup- 
py; you ſneaking, ſhabby, ſcrubby, ſnivelling whelp. 
Sneak. Brother Bruin, don't let her come near me, 

Mrs. Szeak. Have I, firrah, demean'd - myſelf to 
wed ſucha thing, ſuch a reptile as thee? Have not [ 
made myſelf a bye-word to all my acquaintance? don't 
all the world cry, Lord, who would have thought it? 


Miſs Molly Jollup to be married to Sneak, to take | 


up at laſt with ſuch a noodle as he! 

Sneak, Ay, and glad enough you could catch me. 
You know you was pretty near your laſt legs. 

Mrs. Sneak. Was there ever ſuch a confident cur? 
My laſt legs! why all the country knows, I could 
have pick'd and chus'd where I wou'd : Did not 1 
refuſe Squire Ap-Griffith from Wales ? did not Coun- 
ſellor Crab come a courting a twelvemonth ? did not 
Mr. Wort, the great brewer of Brentford, make an 
offer that I ſhould keep my poſt-chay ? 

Sneak. Nay, brother Bruin, ſhe has had werry good 

proffers, that is certain. 

Mrs. Sneak. My laſt legs! but I can rein my paſſion 
no longer ; Let me get at the villain. 

Bruin. O fye, Siſter Sneak. 

Szeat, Hold her faſt. | „ 

Mrs. Sneak. Mr. Bruin, unband me: What, is it 
you that have ſtirr'd up theſe coals then? he is ſet on 
by you to abuſe me. 

Bruin, Not I; I would only have a man behave 


like A man. M 18. 


| 
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Mrs. Sneak. What and you are to teach him, I 
warrant But here comes the Major. 


Enter Major Sturgeon. 


Oh Major! ſuch a riot and rumpus! like a man 
indeed! I wiſh people would mind their own af- 
fairs, and not meddle with matters that does not 
concern them ! But all in good time ; I ſhall one 
day catch him alone when he has not his bullies to 
back him. | | | 

Sneak. Adod, that's true, brother Bruin ; what ſhall 
1 do when ſhe has me at home, and nobody by but 
ourſelves ? 1148 

Bruin. If you get her once under, you may do with 

her whatever you will. 6 

Major. Look'ye, Maſter Bruin, I don't know how 

this behaviour may ſuit with a citizen, but, were 

you an officer, and Major Sturgeon upon your court- 
marſhal | | 

Bruen. What then? 

Major. Then! why then you would be broke. 
Bruin, Broke ! and for what ? 1 
Major. What! read the articles of war: but theſe 

things are out of your ſpear: points of honour are 

for the ſons of the ſword. 155 | | 

Sneak, Honour ! if you come to that, where was 

your honour when you got my vife in the garden ? 

Major. Now, Sir Jacob, this is the curſe of our 
eloth: All ſuſpected for the faults of a few. 

Sncak. Ay, 'and not without reaſon; I heard of 
your tricks at the King of Bohemy, when you was 
campaining about, I did : father, Sir Jacob, he is as 
wicious as an old ram. | 
Major. Stop whilſt you are ſafe, maſter Sneak; 
for the ſake of your amiable lady, I pardon what 18 
paſt—But for you—- OR 

Bruin, Well. 5 { 

Major. Dread the whole force of my fury. | 

Bruin. Why, look'ye, Major Sturgeon, I don't 
much care for your poppers and ſharps, becauſe _ 

| 8 i „ ee, 2 
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they are out of my way; but if you will doff with 
your boots, and box a couple of bouts. 

Major. Box! box! blades! bullets! Bagſhot! 

Mrs. Sneak. Not for the world, my dear Major; oh, 
riſk not ſo precious a life: Ungrateful wretches! and 
is this the reward for all the great feats he has done? 
After all his marchings, his ſouſings, his ſweatings, 
his ſwimmings; muſt his dear blood be ſpilt by a 
broker? 

Major. Be fatisfied, ſweet Mrs. Sneak; theſe lit- 
tle fracaſes, we ſoldiers are ſubject to; trifles, ba- 
gatailes, Mrs. Sneak: But that matters may be con- 
ducted in a military manner, I will get our chap- 
lain to pen me a challenge. Expect to hear from my 
adjutant. 155 

Mrs. Sneak. Major, Sir Jacob; what are you all 
leagu'd againſt his dear A man; yes, a very 
manly action indeed, to ſet married people a quarrel-. 
ling, and ferment a difference between huſband and 
wife; if you were a man, you would not ſtand by, 
and ſee a poor woman beat and abus'd, by a brute, 
you would not. 5 | 
- Sneak, Oh Lord, I can hold out no longer; why, 
brother Bruin, you have ſet her a veeping ; my life, 
-my lovy, don't veep : Did I ever think I ſhould have 
made my Molly to veep ! | 


Mrs. Sneak. Laſt legs; you lubberly 


| | [Strikes him, 
Sir Jac, Oh fye! Molly. | 
_ Mrs. Sneak. What are you leagu'd againſt me, Sir 
Jacob ? | ; 
Sir Fac. Prithee, don't expoſe yourſelf before the 
N pariſh: But what has been the occaſion of 
this. 


Mrs. Sneak. Why has not he gone and made himſelf 
the fool of the fair ? Mayor of Garret, indeed! ecod, 
J could trample him under my feet. 


Sneak, Nay, why ſhould you grudge me my pur- 
ferment ? | | 


Mrs. Sneak. Did you ever hear ſuch an oaff; why 
zthee wilt be pointed at wherever thee goeſt: Look'ye, 
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Jerry, mind what I fay ; go, get em to chooſe ſome- 
body elſe, or never come near me again. 4 
. Sneak. What ſhall I do father, Sir Jacob? 

Sir Fac. Nay, daughter, you take this thing in too 
ſerious a light: my honeſt neighbours thought to com- 
pliment me: But come, we'll ſettle the buſineſs at 
once. Neighbours, my ſon Sneak being ſeldom among 
us, the duty will never be done, ſo we will get our 
honeſt friend Heel-Tap to execute the office; he is, I 


« 


think, every way qualified. 


Mob. A Heel-Tap ! 
 Heel-Tap. What d'ye mean as maſter Jeremy's de- 
puty ? J | 
r Sir Jac. Ay, ay, his Locum Tenens, _ 

Sneak, Do, Criſpin; do be my Locum Tenens, - 

Heel-Tap. Give me your hand, maſter Sneak, and 
to oblige you I will be the Locum Tenens. 
Sir Fac. So that is ſettled ; but now to heal the 
other breach: Come Major, the gentlemen of your 
cloth ſeldom bear malice, let me interpoſe between 
you and my ſon. ' „„ ey 
Major. Your ſon-in-law, Sir Jacob, does deſerve a 
caſtigation ; but, on recollection, a cit would but ſully 
my arms. I forgive him, 3 
Sir Fac. That's right; as a token of amity and 
to celebrate our feaſt, let us call in the fiddles: Now 
if the Major had but his ſhoes, he might join in a 
country dance. C 

Major. Sir Jacob, no ſhoes, a Major muſt be never 


out of his boots: always ready for action. Mrs. Sneak 


will find me lightſome enough. 


| Sneak, What are all the women engaged ? why 
then my Locum Tenens and I will jigg together. For- 


get and forgive, Majoy. x 7 Le 
Major. Freely. | 14 N065 5 
Nor be it ſaid that after all my toil, | 
I ͤſtain'd my regimentals by a broil. : 


T'o you I dedicate boots, ſword, and ſhield,: - 5 


Sir Jac. As harmleſs in the chamber as the feld. 
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